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'Tis Morning's beauteous prime; reviving day 
Its glory sheds o'er nature's bright array ; 
The hours begin their round, and slumber flies 
Beyond the province of the kindling skies; 
The world awakes to joy, and halcyon peace 
Hovers above the classic isles of Greece. 

But hark ! from high Acropolis is heard 

An echo, bom not of day's herald bird; 

A murmuring sound, distinct but low, as when 

Danger invades the mother lion's den ; 

It is the Athenian multitude who seek 

The crowded court where Paul essays to speak. 

The Advocates are seated, and a hush, 

Deep as when ?^ight awaits young Morning's blush. 

Falls on the expectant concourse ; — forth he stands 

With mien majestic and with outstretched hands. 

Sole witness in this capital of pride 

Of Him who bore man's sins — the crucified. 

^* Ye men of Athens " (thus his plea began), 
" The Sovereign Ruler of the race of man 
Dwells not in temples raised by finite hands, 
Seeing He framed the heavens and all lands 
By his creative will; nor stands in need 
Of any pomp by Adam's race decreed. 
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His form whom highest heaven beholds alone 
In gold ye may not mold, nor carve in stone ; 
For your devotions, I behold, are paid 
To senseless gods, of brass and marble made, 
Whose heavy ears hear not, whose sightless eyes 
Remain regardless of your tears and sighs; 
Yet, in your midst, rejoicing I beheld 
An altar on whose side, passing, I spelled 
This carved inscription — ^ To the Unknown OodJ 
Him, therefore, whom ye ignorantly own. 
Declare I unto you; the heavens (his throne), 
The earth (his footstool), celebrate his praise 
AVhose glory shines through never ending days." 

Thus spake the great apostle in their ears 

Whose crumbling fanes have charmed these later years. 

The shrine is turned to dust upon whose side 

That mvstic dedication he descried; 

Yet from that scanty seed in sorrow sown 

Wide o'er the world to joyful harvests grown. 

Still spreads the pure religion he professed, 

Whose wholesome fruits all ages since have blessed. 

In peerless Athens and in haughty Rome 
No more that worship finds congenial home; 
Xo more at Ephesus with ravening beasts 
Martyrs contend at brutal tyrants' feasts, 
Ifor breathe the Catacomb's polluted air 
Till heaven her sanctuary bids them share. 

Xo more in Egypt Memnon's voice is heard, 
Xor prostrate crowds adore the sacred bird ; 
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AREOPAGUS 11 

1^0 more doth Baal at imperial Tyre 

With human flesh maintain his altar's fire; 

Nor to the sun in Asia's farther lands 

The kneeling pagan raise his suppliant hands. 

But is indeed the dark delusion dead ? 
To newer shrines the spirits false have fled; 
On Ganges' banks still Christian pity saves 
The babe abandoned to its whelming waves; 
Still the rude Indian of the Western wild 
To great Manito consecrates his child, 
Or from the shriveled skin of bird or fish 
In faith awaits the grant of every wish. 

Yet fainter, farther still the smoke ascends, 
Of incense that with heathen worship blends ; 
To desert wilds and savage shores are driven 
Delusive gods who claim descent from heaven; 
As faithless priests desert their falling shrines 
Their tottering empire day by day declines; 
Their ancient spell is broken, and benign 
The hour advances which shall end their line. 
And yet beyond denial it remains 
That idol-worship, unimpaired, maintains 
A wide ascendancy in Christian lands, 
Albeit no altar there nor image stands. 

Foremost and foulest of the impious race 
Mammon, unchallenged, claims the highest place ; 
Eemote and near his glittering shrines appear. 
And still his empire widens year by year; 
In countless forms his worship is pursued. 
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The rich, the poor, the polished, and the rude 
Together court his favor, sound his praise, 
And sacrifice to him in varied wavs. 

Ah ! fatal cheat ! scourge of these later years. 
With what proud bearing on thy flood of tears 
Thy pompous galleons ride, while gustful sighs 
Distend the sails that waft them to their prize. 
Some seek for riches in the glittering spoil 
AVrung from the treasures of the teeming soil; 
Others in mines of rayless darkness grope. 
Bound in the chains of mercenary hope; 
While round the world the fleets of commerce bear 
Adventurous thousands, unappalled, who dare 
The dangers that beset the ocean path. 
The wild tornado and the billows' wrath. 

Others, fast clinging to their native home, 
Untempted under alien skies to roam. 
Like summer ants toil on with ceaseless pains. 
And gloat with avarice o'er their hoarded gains. 
Day after day pursue the phantom bright 
And dream of boundless affluence at night. 

On California's hills, Tasmania's sands. 
Behold the flower of far dissevered lands; 
There Pleasure's most attractive shrines are built, 
And Passion riots in untrammeled guilt; 
But far advanced be von d their utmost claim 
The lust of gold usurps the foremost name. 

Through those fair plains, and on the green hillside, 
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Repose the bones of myriads who have died 
Ear from the solace that affection lends 
And ministration sweet of sorrowing friends; 
Their only requiem — the night wind's sigh; 
Their mausoleum — the bespangled sky. 

Behold ! a jovial band; in loose attire 
They move symphonious to the tinkling lyre; 
Laughter and song the glittering train attend, 
And to each hour their winsome graces lend; 
They worship Pleasure, from whose teeming hand 
They taste the chosen fruits of every land. 
To those who bow before her pictured shrine 
She offers brimming cups of joy's pure wine; 
" Be gone, dull sorrow," is her creed and text; 
*^Come! wearv souls, bv life's distractions vext; 
Who of my sweetened chalice once partake 
Thenceforth all other offered draughts forsake." 

On every continent and island fair, 
To her and Riches men address their prayer; 
And few in all the sphere of earth there be 
That from their leprous taint are wholly free. 
But one there is of aspect more severe, 
Whose altars chaste less numerous appear. 
Whose rites allure not the tumultuous throng 
That through the crowded highway pours along; 
Fame is her title — Honor, Glory, Power 
Her ministering spirits are ; her tempting dower 
A name renowned, whose syllables shall be 
The synonym of immortality. 
2 
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Trophies adorn her altar, on her head 

Fresh laurel wreaths their precious perfume shed; 

Beyond the cloud-wrapped portals of the tomb 

Her glance extends; her vestments in the loom 

Of History are broider'd; on her walls 

The radiant light of deathless glory falls; 

Serene her brow appears, and in her hair 

Xo wanton rose intoxicates the air; 

But when from war the conqueror returns, 

And at her shrine triumphal incense burns, 

Celestial smiles her countenance adorn. 

As bursts through battling clouds resistless morn. 

In various lists the victories are wrought 

With which her amaranthine wreaths are bought; 

But chief her smile awakens when she yields 

The blood-bathed guerdon of ensanguined fields. 

The law's tribunal and the chair of state 

To her their brightest offerings consecrate; 

To burning climes and to the frozen K^orth, 

Joyful her emissaries hasten forth. 

The shores of ocean's farthest isles to trace 

And in their search earth's utmost bounds embrace. 

Some toil in lettei's the rewards to find 

That grace the triumphs of enlightened mind; 

While Science animates a chosen few. 

Who tread her courts with ardor ever new. 

These all attract the worshiper of Fame 

Who pants to win a never-dying name; — 

Righteous ambition ! if in wisdom sought, 

When won on fields of Freedom fairly fought. 
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Or gained from loftier heights whence Thought 

sublime 
Hands down her treasures to the coming time; 
But w^orthier yet of man's immortal race 
When pure Religion adds her crowning grace, 
Moulds by her precepts his reluctant w411, 
And from his path averts impending ill. 

And yet how few the true disciples seem 

Upon whose souls hath dawned this quickening beam ! 

In desert Avilds what darkling thousands grope, 

Lured by the phantom of delusive Hope; 

They see the unfading glory in the sky, 

Yet to its primal fountain draw not nigh, 

But sink at last in death's o'erwhelming shade, 

By meteor's glare and beacons false betrayed. 

Oh ! could Religion's power and Reason's voice 
Control man's purpose and direct his choice, 
What happiness again on ea^th might dwell, 
Subject no more to Sin's entrancing spell; 
But when the powers of evil fill the throne 
From which, affrighted. Peace and Joy have flown. 
Chaos returns with all his gloomy train, 
And o'er the soul despairing horrors reign. 

Oft have we seen on some commanding height. 
Whose prospects fair our w^illing steps invite, 
A stately structure, on whose towering wall 
Day's earliest gleam and dying splendor fall; 
Approach the pillared portal, enter in. 
And view the mournful consequence of sin; 
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There Madness revels 'mid the wrecks of men, 
And Hope's sweet echoes come not back again; 
Beyond that storm-swept path no bow appears, 
Kor memory's voice the doom of sorrow cheers. 

Insensate Man ! to choose the thorny way . 
Whence pestilential shades exclude the day, 
AVliere bitter herbs possess the thankless ground, 
But Wisdom's pleasant fruits are never found. 
Oh ! would that Reason's warning all might hear 
And true Religion keep the conscience clear; 
Then would sweet Innocence her doves restore 
And Joy's pure flame burn brightly as of yore; 
The green sea isles no more in bondage groan 
To senseless idols wrought of wood or stone, 
Nor Christian lands their willing homage pay 
At shrines unlit by Virtue's placid ray. 

Wake, glorious mom ; illustrious era, come ! 
When man's bewildered soul shall find its home; 
When on his heart the light of heaven shall beam 
And o'er his life in changeless splendor stream; 
When senates shall no more decree their praise, 
Xor verse devote the tribute of its lavs, 
Xor sculpture lend its inspiration high, 
Nor monumental marbles pierce the sky, 
Nor History's muse her lustrous pages scan 
In exaltation of the pride of man. 

Then shall on earth the honored altars shine 
Of Faith, and Hope, and Charity divine; 
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Her ministrations Patience shall afford, 
And Justice gird upon her thigh the sword; 
Sweet Pietv the fractious will control, 
And gentle Pity charm the yielding soul; 
Benevolence attend the poor man's bier, 
And Resignation wipe the mourner's tear; 
Intelligence diffuse her living page. 
And Youth support the feebleness of Age; 
Devotion trim Religion's waning lamp. 
And Truth her everlasting impress stamp. 
Life one continuous act of homage be. 
And Death the gate of Immortality. 

. July 4, 1858. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 

Plij ^aljetxtlncs 

'Twas on the day of Valentine, 
In eighteen hundred forty-nine, 
When, fluttering like a brood of doves, 
Coy maidens own their secret loves : — 
What was it in mv hand I held ? 
Five dainty notes that sweetly smelled. 
As if the hopes imprisoned there 
Had breathed their fragrance on the air. 
Now in the name of countless hearts 
Transpierced by Cupid's subtle darts, 
Who are the five enamored fair 
That tender their allegiance there ? 
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The guardian seals in turn I burst, 

Unconscious if the box that cursed 

The olden world mth fell disease 

Encompassed greater ills than these. 

Thus, cogitating their design, 

I range the battery in a line. 

Heavy with sighs and wet with tears. 

With flattering hopes and chilling fears. 

Kow, like bold Farragut, that day 

His name to fame was given away. 

One comprehensive glance I throw 

To mark the outworks of the foe. 

Five various seals the minds express 

Of five fair damsels in distress. 

One vields herself with — '^ I am thine " ; — 

Another asks — " Wilt thou be mine ? " 

Five various hands upon the covers 

Prove I have five devoted lovers ; — 

Two dub me " Mister," two '' Esquire," 

And one's addressed to '^ Frederick Flyer." 

Two hail from Bath, but where the others 

Were hatched, my shrewdest guessing bothers; 

Three in the simplest dress behold, 

One fringed wdth lace, one edged with gold; 

I turn the mystic pages o'er 

And sound their depths of love and lore; 

One offers me a handsome wife 

As partner in the dance of life; 

Two from their inmost souls bemoan 

A preference I have elsewhere shown; 

One shudders at mv unconcern, 

And one solicits love's return; 



1^ 



MY VALENTINE 

Three clothe their thoughts in modest guise, 
Neat, graceful, lady-like, concise; 
One writes a bold, full-bodied hand, 
And one as fine as drifted sand; 
Two are my " loving Valentines," 
And one no name whatever signs; 
One calls herself '^ Your Clementine," 
And one " The hapless Imogene." 
• ••••• 

Now, gentle reader ! all these five 

Who for my wreck of peace contrive, 

Are yet reducible to one. 

As of five strands one thread is spun; 

One clever hand did all the work. 

As author, messenger, and clerk, 

And had I not the sharpest eyes 

Safe might she trust in her disguise; 

But since I know she did it all. 

Harmless the well-aimed arrows fall; 

Though, should I not my breath resign, 

I may be yet her Valentine. 
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Jimcvijcau l^oltda^s^ 1860 

All hail the happy Isew Year's morn ! 

The earth is white, the air is keen; 
To usher in the babe new-bom 

The sun puts on his brightest sheen; 
All hearts are glad, all faces glow. 

Old friends are sought, new friends are found, 
And o'er the crisp and sparkling snow 

To jingling chimes swift sledges bound. 

Next to the great, illustrious chief. 

Immortal Washington, is paid 
The tribute of a nation's grief, 

As on his tomb fresh wreaths are laid. 
While teeming myriads turn to see 

1'he Egypt whence their fathers fled. 
And shudder at the blood-red sea 

Thro' which the patriot hosts were led. 

The year wears on — the Natal Day 

Of Freedom once again appears, 
And booming cannon anthems play 

As in those dark, historic vears; 
The air is wild Avith noise and smoke, 

And Industry stands still awhile 
To list the church bells' joyous stroke. 

And o'er his silent anvil smile. 

Thanksgiving comes with winter now, 
And chill the nipping breezes blow; 
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The apples gathered from the bough, 
Earth sleeps beneath the fleecy snow; 

In sacred fane, on bended knee, 

Each thankful heart glad tribute pays 

To Him who made and keeps us free. 
And crowns with goodness all our days. 

Lastly, glides merry Christmas in. 

To fill the measure of the vear: 
Birthday of Him that knew no sin. 

Blithe be its hours and large its cheer; 
In lordly hall and humbler home 

May kindly gratulations speed, 
And they that stay, with those that roam, 

This day on heavenly manna feed. 
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The year is lingering out his days. 

The months — his daughters — all are dead 
Save one or two, on whom the rays 

Of low declining suns are shed. 

Sweet were they all, and all too brief, 
As fond remembrance tells them o'er; 

The budding, blooming, blighted leaf 
Succeeding each the one before. 
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On Ketrospeetion's glowing mount 

With tear-dimmed eyes to-day we stand, 

And with overflowing hearts recount 
The mercies that have blest our land. 

Ye gales that stir the fields of air 

With balm and healing in your wings, 

Tell of Faith's fervent, answered prayer. 
And Hope that to life's shipwreck clings. 

Tell — for ye know — of fruitful fields 
With joyous harvests waving wide. 

Of Industry's abundant yields. 

And Health that laughs life's cares aside. 

Yea, let us thank with swelling hearts 
This day the Lord of life and love. 

For all that here His grace imparts, 
For all our hope of joys above. 

Be pride subdued, and anger calmed. 

And each unholy passion stilled. 
While to our God are sweetly psalmed 

The thanks with which our breasts are filled. 

Indulgent Father ! in the past 

We own the guidance of thine arm — 

The present on thy care we cast; 

Oh shield our future safe from harm ! 
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O dainty fingertips of baby Spring, 

From the snug coverlet of Winter peeping, 

What wonder-story, -waking, do ye bring 

From the dim chambers where ye have been sleeping ? 

Half -opened eyelids of the infant year, 

Touched by the sun's impatient kisses starting, 

To earth's fond bosom ve have nestled near, 
Held by that power whose scepter is departing. 

listening ears, like ocean shells attent 
To catch the sounds of her mysterious voices. 

Interpreting their meaning, ye are sent 

To note the anthem wherein earth rejoices. 

A sweeter balm your coral lips exhale 

Than childhood's breath, in pillowed slumber lying, 
Or where, well pleased, Xeptune inhales the gale 

From isles of spice athwart his billows flying. 

The Summer's pomp may follow in your train, 
And Autumn wave her gonfalons of glory, ' 

But they shall charm our eyes and hearts in vain. 
Remembering so well the forests hoary. 

Where, in the shadows of the sheltering wood, 
Your buds appeared in that calm April dawning, 

When gauzy cloudlets o'er the landscape stood, 
And blithe the bluebird heralded the morning. 
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Let Winter come, in coldly glittering pride, 

With chilling breath the flowing fount congealing, 
Yet well we know that o'er the slant hillside 

Your noiseless footsteps shall anon be stealing. 

» 
O emblem flower of Innocence and Trust, 

From heaven transplanted to these slopes terrestial. 
Like thee, our bodies to the guardian dust 

May we resign, to wait the birth celestial ! 
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OF Edwin A. Smith to Annie B. Chapman, 

Brooklyn, N. Y., Nov. 27, 1862. 

How E. A. S-y 'twas for " Ed " to learn his letters ! 

To be industrious, too, as Annie B. ; 
For while a prentice Smith she forged his fetters, 

j\r. >v.o to know and love his A. B. C. 
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The circling year, O God, to Thee, 
And all its retinue of days, 

Field, forest, flower, and fruitful tree 
Ascriptions raise of grateful praise. 
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Each glowing morn, each radiant West, 

The hills arrayed in robes of white. 
And ocean's restless waves attest 

Mute Nature's worship and delight. 

And shall not man, of heavenly birth. 

Vicegerent of the world below, 
eloining the choral song of erfrth. 

With higher, holier raptures glow ? 

Let Praise and Gratitude surround 
These tables by God's bounty spread, 

Whose favors former years have crowned. 
Who fills our mouths with needful bread. 

He life, and health, and joy imparts, 
Freedom and Friends to Him we owe. 

Each bliss that gladdens here our hearts. 
And bids the future brightly glow. 

!tfo Pestilence nor Famine's blight, 

Has scourged our shores with fatal breath, 

To palsy happy homes with fright. 
And load the air with seeds of death. 



But hark ! the distant cannons boom ! 

War desolates our hearths and hearts; 
O'er worth and valor at the tomb 

The tear of orphaned childhood starts. 

8 
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Ko alien foe the sword hath drawn ! 

He speaks, alas! our mother tongue; 
That e'er such evil day should dawn 

Earth's pitying heart with grief is wrung. 

Stretch forth Thy hand, O Lord of Hosts, 
And give Thy smitten people peace. 

And once again through all our coasts 
Let joy abound and tumults cease. 

Then shall all hearts as now to Thee, 
Songs of divinest worship raise. 

While supplication bends the knee, 
Kesponsive to the choral praise. 
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mix lltttc ©joustns littMag, 1862, 

December Ninth 

Dear cousin is to us, at least, 

A Xew Year's Day; the annual feast 

That ushers in the infant year 

With hearty mirth and Avelcome cheer. 

All celebrate alike, but this. 

To us, a special " "New Year" is. 

Adding for each another stone 

To mark how years are gliding on ; 

Though half the distance scarce you've won 

To which my longer course has run ; 
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Yet on the heights to-day you stand 
Which overlook " The Promised Land." 
Oh ! may it be in time to come, 
Whatever your lot, wherever you roam, 
That true content may still be yours 
Which lasting happiness ensures. 

December Ninth ! To grace the day, 

Breathe, Poesy, thy sweetest lay; 

This birthday peerless Milton claimed — 

Of such companionship ashamed 

If Heaven's bright seraphs need not be. 

How less such human dust as we ? 

This day that soul began its flight, 

Which now from shining realms of light 

Surveys afar the paths of gloom 

Through which the bard approached his tomb. 

Here, Genius, mourn thy gifted son ! 

There, Faith, behold thy victory won ! 

His harp now sounds in mansions bright. 

Where clouds nor tears obscure the sight. 

Hark ! from the brown cathedral tower 
What paeons greet the noontide hour ! 
Th' Immaculate Conception there 
Summons the devotees to prayer; 
Sweet chimes ! in memory's chambers ring 
When flowing years their changes bring, 
As through life's devious paths we stray. 
Recalling oft this happy day. 
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Dear cousin ! let my fervent prayer 
Warm, as it flies, this wintry air; — 
May every grace in you abound 
And angel bands your path surround, 
Till earth enchains the soul no more 
And Paradise unfolds its door. 
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What does the South wind say, 

Whose breath the morn perfumes ? 
Of languid climes her whispers tell, 
Where jasmines wreathe the forest dell, 

And love-birds preen their plumes; 
Of gems and pearls in countless store. 
And sparkling veins of glittering ore. 

What does the East wind sav, 

Reeking with Neptune's breath. 
Of wrecks that mark destruction's path. 
When landward howls the tempest's wrath 

And loads the strand with death ? 
Her yawning waves are sailors' graves, 
And Nature's powers her cringing slaves. 

What does the West wind sav 
That wafts the clouds along. 
Of prairies clothed in gorgeous dress, 
Mountains that greet the cloud's caress 
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And painted warrior's song; 
Of rivers bearing proudly free 
Their tribute to the waiting sea ? 

What does the North wind say ? 

What wonders can it tell 
Of frozen seas and leagues of snow, 
O'er which the wolf and reindeer go, 

And monsters, gaunt and fell; 
Of Summers, sudden, brief, and bright, 
Of Winter's weird, auroral night ? 

How does the South wind seem ? 

What semblance does she bear? 
She wears the garb and name of Spring, 
Whose blossoms twine, whose odors cling 

Amid her clustering hair; 
A smiling infant, fair and bright. 
All sweetness, innocence, and light. 

What is the East wind like ? 

A beauteous, graceful maid; 
A wreath of poppies decks her head. 
And fragrant flowers compose her bed. 

Recumbent in the shade ; 
Her name is Summer, and she weeps 
And smiles alternate as she sleeps. 

The West wind takes the form 
Of a stalwart reaper brown, 
Who binds the vellow harvest sheaves, 
3* 
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Waves a bright spray of maple leaves, 

Or plucks the hazels down; 
His name is Autumn, and he dyes 
With rainbow hues the woods and skies. 

The North wind — what of him ? 

Majestic and alone, 
Crowned with a star, he rides afar 
And guides serene his jeweled car 

Around the gleaming zone; 
His name is Winter, and his breath 
Thy voice, inexorable Death ! 



¥ ¥ ¥ 

How sweet this golden sunset of the year ! 

As, gathering ripeness all the fervid day. 
The forest leaves in gaudiest hues appear ; 

Thus gloriously attired they pass away — 
I see them now, by sportive gales caressed; 
Earth takes them back to-morrow to her breast. 

Green in the blithesome Spring they blossomed forth, 
In Summer's prime the song-birds nested there — 

But see ! where scowls the chill and surly K"orth ! i 

So ! they are gone — the branches all are bare. 

Oh ! when the Winter of our life shall come, 

Not unprepared may we be gathered home. 
October le, 1863. 
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Intr^jcatljOtt 

My eyes are veiled in sleep, 

Until the night be gone; 
God grant that they may never weep 

For sins that I have done. 

My hands I fold away, 

From care and labor free ; 
Grant, Lord ! their waking service may 

I consecrate to Thee ! 

My tired feet repose, 

In slumber's posture lain; 
Lord ! when life's pilgrimage shall close 

May they Thy rest attain ! 

Grant that my constant heart, 

Which throbs when these are still, 

May never from Thy ways depart 
Or shrink to do Thy will. 

My body, heart, and soul. 

Lord ! may they ever be 
Preserved by Thy divine control 

From sin's enthral Iment free. 
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Serg.-Maj. 115tli N. Y. Vols. Died July 22. 1864, Aetat 27. 

Farewell, dear friend ! Upward thy spirit flies, 
To claim the joys of that celestial sphere ; 

Thy mortal tenement in ruin lies, 

With wounds and pain no more to suffer here. 



Mount, Christian soldier ! to the home sublime, 
Prepared for thee from everlasting days; 

Thy feet may tread no more these walks of time. 
Lit by the fitful sun's bewildering rays. 



Thine is the full fruition of the trust 

That buoyed thee up above the fear of death — 

The goodly fellowship of all the just 

Who lived on earth but drew from heaven their 
breath. 



Ours be the memory of thy stainless life, 

The record of thy bright, though brief career. 

The story of the purple field of strife. 

Whose patriot heroes nothing knew of fear. 

O well beloved ! gentle and young in years, 
Xo more the pressure of affection's arms, 

No more the silent sympathy of tears 

Shall be thy recompense for war's alarms. 
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This sword that flashed through battle's sulphury 
shroud 

Shall feel the impulse of thy hand no more, 
IsTor on thy ear, as crashing thunder loud, 

Burst the wild anthem of the cannon's roar. 

O blest exchange ! thy hand doth clasp the palm, 
And on thy head is set the conqueror's crown — . 

We hear thee join the hallelujah psalm, 

We see thee from the jasper gates look down. 

There, when the remnant of our life is fled. 
May we ascend where thou hast gone before. 

Meet at the eternal fountain's sacred head, 
And hand in hand explore the Shining Shore. 



¥ ¥ ¥ 



" Caleb Leavitt, of Park street, shows a specimen 
of his fine writing. He has the Lord's Prayer in a 
circle the size of a ten-cent piece or smaller. This is 
pretty good for a boy in his 81st year, and without 
glasses." 

Upon the appearance of the above item in the 
Leader, some weeks ago, a friend of the venerable pen- 
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man thus gently remonstrated with him upon such an 
apparent overtaxing of his wonderful visud powers : 

Would you be-Leavitt? 

When father Leavitt tries his eyes 

By penning in a ring the size 

Of half a dime the whole Lord's Prayer, 

The simple statement makes us stare; 

But lest it seem therein that he 

Invites the charge of Leavitt-y, 

(While skeptics smile and mtlings scoff) 

We plead with him to Leav-itt off; 

For though his feat, minus the " glasses," 

The work of minor eyes surpasses, 

A " bov " that's turned of " 81 " 

Should let such minima alone. 

P. S. Should he demur and " make a fuss," 

We'll Leav-itt to Leavitt-icus. 



¥ ¥ ¥ 

Dec. 9, 1864 

The last of the months, and of numbers the last 
We offer, dear cousin, to those who would cast 
Our common nativity — tell us who can 
The lot of the maid and the fate of the man ! 

The fast-dying year let us cheerily greet — 

At the hearth's sinking embers he's toasting his feet; 
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His hands are outstretched — they are trembling with 

cold, 
For the pulses beat low in the veins of the old; 
His thin locks are white and his countenance sad, 
For the voices are silent that erst made him glad; 
The twelve sons and daughters once held on his knees 
Lie low 'neath the leaves of the desolate trees, 
Save one who still lingers, the joy of her sire. 
To nourish his lamp and replenish his fire. 

On me, bom on Friday — unfortunate child ! 

Dame Fortune has never indulgently smiled 

As he does upon others whose lot it has been 

To enter existence two Fridays between ; 

So alone through the world I still plod on my way, 

While my locks, growing thinner and turning to gray, 

Admonish me often, consulting my glass, 

How rapidly life's opportunities pass. 

But to thee, in whose eyes beams the brightness of 

youth. 
Quite another report brings the tale-teller Truth ! 
As you pause on the verge of the valley of " Teens,'' 
Reverting awhile to its roseate scenes, 
Time notches one score on the family tree, 
With the scythe that so deftly he swings at his knee, 
As your vision on-reaching discovers the " Ties " 
Whose course in the realm of Futurity lies. 

Well ! Leap Year is dying, and we nro — alas ! 
A bachelor yet, while his days swiftly pass; 
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His Spring, and his Summer, and Autumn are fled, 
And the New Year will number him soon with the dead; 
With his lost opportunities, pitfalls and snares. 



1 



The fate of his ancestors sadly he shares. 

Oh ! where is the prophet whose eyes can behold 

The next of his line with his record unrolled ? 



¥ ¥ ¥ 



When earth from winter's trance awakes. 

And laughing rills leap sparkling down, i 

Her scepter smiling Flora takes i 

And wreathes anew her fragrant crown. " 

The bluebird and the robin sing 

Where orchards bud and blossom fair — 

Glad heralds of reviving spring, 

They charm the perfumed, listening air. 

In sheltered nooks, with tinted wiugs, 

Arbutus, hovering o'er the mold, 
Her balm-exhaling censer swings, 

And blue hepaticas unfold. 

The crocus holds, with winsome grace. 

Her golden chalice to the sun ; 
And pansies, with uplifted face 

Proclaim earth's carnival begun. 
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Xow Ceres, armed with sickle keen, 
The ripening grain contented notes; 

The rose in queenly robe is seen 
And on the pool the lily floats. 

Lobelias gleam beside the rill, 

And columbines, with scarlet bells; 

While bobolink and whippoorwill 
To mom and eve his rapture tells. 

Pomona next, in halcvon davs, 

T\Tien glowing woods and skies abound, 

'Mid burdened vines and orchards strays, 
Where apples, blushing, kiss the ground. 

The golden-rod and aster line 

The path that contemplation treads, 

And gentians in the sunbeams shine. 
That coldly gleam above their heads. 

Chrysanthemums and pansies brave 

Their perished sisterhood deplore ; 
And where the lakelet's waters lave, 

The bittersweet illumes the shore. 

So Winter, in pure ermine clad, 

O'er Xature flings her spotless shroud ; 

The brooks are hushed, the groves are sad. 
And wailing winds complain aloud. 



88 POEMS 

The birds that have not flown are mute ; 

In slumber deep the flowers repose, 
Each closely clinging to its root, 

While Boreas loud his trumpet blows. 

Yet soon shall breathe a balmier air, 
And earth resume her vesture green. 

Ecstatic birds their nests prepare. 
And Beauty smile upon the scene. 



¥ ¥ ¥ 

^JxKtih&Qit^iviji -r X865 ^\ 

These tinted leaves that carpet thick the ground. 

In forest glades remote imh ceded lying, 
Breathes from their lowly bed no murmuring sound, 

Xo whispered utterance of their painless dying ? 

Methinks like pictured tablets they appear. 

Whereon the history of their lives is graven — 

Ships bearing records of the vanished year 

To the safe refuge of their destined haven. j 

A twelve-month since and where and what were they? '^ 
Each in its tapering, varnished sheath reposing — 

Our land to fratricidal strife a prey, 

The ranks of war in mortal combat closing. 
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But Oh ! when Spring their dreamless slumber broke, 
Tossing their tasseled blossoms, perfume breathing, 

Victorious paeons joyous echoes woke, 

And Peace came down, her laurel garlands wreath- 
ing. 

How drooped the flaunting standards of their pride 
When Murder's bloody hand the world astounded ! 

Then Man and Nature mourned, as far and wide 
The dread report through all the earth resounded. 

Yet lives the commonwealth ! Nor breathes a slave 

Beneath the segis of her starry banner — 
All hail the hosts who died their land to save ! 
L And to the God of Battles, loud hosanna ! 

Unending thanks to Him from out whose hand 

Pour Health, and Peace, and Harvests overflowing, 

While Pestilence appalls the elder land 

With Death and Tears her habitations sowing. 

Take, then, your rest, O leaves ! with drifted snows 
In spotless cerements your forms enshrining, 

With all the brave whose record Glory shows, 
Sleep, till yon sun sinks to his last declining. 



'i 



40 POEMS 

First in the train of joyous Spring J 

We hail thee, coy, capricious maid ! 1 

Though chilly airs about thee cling 
In cheerful robes thou art arraved. 

Till thou appearest, Winter reigns 

Through gloomy days and nights of storm; J 

Slow flows the current of his veins; 

In furs he wraps his shivering form. 

But in thine eye the promise gleams 

Of briefer nights and brighter days, 
Of grass, green springing by the streams, f^ 

And song-birds warbling hymns of praise. 

Inconstant has of thee been sung, 

Changeful, and swift from frowns to smiles, 

But there is music in thy tongue 

Which Sorrow of her tears beguiles. 

The Lion and the Lamb in thee, 

As hath of ancient time been told, . 
Are striving for the mastery, 

And both by turns the scepter hold. 



But though he roar in savage mood 
As doth the trembling earth affright. 

The Lamb still crops his flowery food 
Amid the meadows of delight. 



I 
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Through the still air a silvery flake 

Floats at the hour of early morn; 
But hark ! when forth the sunbeams break, 

What music swells from yonder thorn ? 

List ! ^tis the robin's mellow call, 

As borne on buoyant wings he flies, 
And soon, as evening's shadows fall, 

The frogs' shrill chorus shall arise. 

As still thy brightening days extend, 

Their buds on bush and tree shall swell. 

And Beauty fly once more to lend 

Her charms to field and hill and dell. 

A wistful hush is in the air, 

Presaging coming brighter hours, 
That rise to view in vision fair 

Beyond these evanescent showers. 



¥ ¥ ¥ 
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O God ! the incense of each grateful heart 

Ascends to Thee at morning's hallowed hour, 

And orisons with evening's light depart 

On wings of gladness to thy throne of power. 
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Peace dwells among us while the clang of war 
Resounds along the vales of other climes; 

N^or Pestilence, though hither borne from far, 
Xumbers her victims as in former times. 

O'er India's plains destroying Famine reigns. 
And mvriads lav them down to rise no more. 

While here Profusion revels in her gains 
And Plenty smiles amid her ample store. 

For these, thy benefits, with cheerful voice 

Unbounded praise we give, with thanks to Thee, ' 

]?f or less in private mercies would rejoice 
And supplicate thy grace on bended knee. 

Be still our guardian to the destined goal 
That lies beyond the dim horizon's verge ; 

Then, though the tempest rage and billows roll 

Thy loving breath our barque shall homeward urge. 
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Thy praise I sing, sweet Sister Gray ! 

(Let Pride assume not to despise her); 
Blue, Black, and Brown away ! away ! 

The world shall yet more justly prize her. 
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Too mildly beams the soft, blue eye 

To suit the mood of manly feeling; 
Too sullen gleams the ebon dye, 

In inky wells the heart concealing. 

Too proud the brown, expansive orb 
That rolls beneath the dome of beauty; 

But melting grays the soul absorb 
In admiration, love, and duty. 

How silky soft is childhood's head ! 

And Sampson glories in his tresses; 
Yet crowns of gray how oft have led 

Earth's righteous wars to grand successes. 

For monarch's need, a " coal-black steed," 

And " palfrey white " for prince's daughter, 

But " iron-gray " shall lead the fray 

When Victory bathes her reins in slaughter. 

The world extols her " marble halls," 

Like fairy palaces upstarting, 
But Freedom rears her granite walls 

Nor fears their ponderous strength departing. 

In linen fine and purple gay 

Let Pride and Wealth pursue their pleasure, 
But homespun gray shall win the day 

When man with man his stren2;th shall measure. 
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Let smiling Spring fresh flowers fling, 
And Autumn boast her golden treasure, 

Yet Winter still the vales shall fill 

With stores of ice in plenteous measure. 

The glowing East her color feast 

May spread, the West her gorgeous flaming, 

But mom and eve their ffravs shall weave 
Enshrined in memory's fairest framing. 

The azure hills in gauzy air 

May veil their dim, mysterious story. 
And emerald fields the radiance share 

That falls from heaven's unclouded glory. 

But granite crags shall battle best 

With lightning's blaze and storm's outpourings. 
And ever rest, by heaven's behest. 

The acme of the eagle's soarings. 



'<¥ ^ ^ 



A Princess went forth from the home of her childhood, 
In the dead of the winter, the dawn of the year, 

To watch and to wait, till in meadow or wildwood 
The delicate blossoms of Spring should appear. 
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She scaled the cold mountains, she tripped through the 
valleys 

Whose robes were the ermine of glittering snow, 
But lingered a while where the rivulet dallies 

With grasses and reeds that encumber its flow. 

Till at last on the banks of the Beautiful River 

She paused as Night's mantle enveloped the earth, 

And her heart lifted thanks to the gracious All-Giver 
For his guidance vouchsafed from the place of her 
birth. 

So sweetly she slept, by the guardian wings covered 
Of the sisterhood. Innocence, Virtue, and Truth, 

Bright angels of light who about her had hovered 
To shield her from harm in the pathway of youth. 

Then waking she wanders, till, saddened and weary, 
All bootless her errand and fruitless her quest. 

Exhausted she sighs, as beside her all dreary 
She sees the bare bough and the desolate nest. 

"Ah ! why in thy bosom, O Winter ! " she weepeth, 
" Seek sunshine and rapture to Spring that belong — 

Oh ! why should I dream that around me there sleepeth 
The blossom of Beauty, the spirit of Song ? " 

With warm, trickling tears the cold branches bedewing. 
Full sadly she ponders the days that are past, 

With boding and nieing the solitude viewing 
She plaintively echoes the wail of the blast. 
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As thus she yet murmurs and turns in departing, 

Beside her a radiant Flower behold ! 
Deep blushing it glows from its leafy bed starting, 

With the scent of spice bruised in a vessel of gold. 

Exultation unbounded replacing her sadness, 
How quickly and joyfully plucks she the Kose ! 

And then, with a bosom overflowing with gladness, 
Back, back to the hearth of her childhood she goes. 

While voices come forth from the shadows surrounding. 
Saying, " Princess, all worthy to wear it art thou ! 

For thy trust never failed amid perils abounding, 
And the guerdon of Love is thy recompense now ! 

'' Thy faith could discern, o'er the hills of Obstruction, 
The dawning of day through the gloom-burdened air; 

Thy love found a pulse in the heart of Destruction, 
A fountain of joy in the vale of Despair. 



iC 



Take, take to thy bosom this Rose of thy choosing ! 
1^0 thorn for thy wounding lurks under its leaves. 
Oh, tenderly shield it from blighting or bruising 
Where the wave of thy breathing unceasiiiglv 
heaves V^ 
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^ ^Islott jof tfeje l?ast 

(In the Chemung Valley) 

I stand upon the river's verge, 

A fragile shard is in mj hand; 
Before nie flows the rippling surge, 

The witness hills about me stand; 
My gaze upon the fragments bent, 

Thought bears me to the distant years 
When here the Indian came and went, 

A nobleman among his peers. 



I see the red man's village here 

Where meditative now I roam. 
The wigwam's dusky groups appear, 

While pulse and corn surround their home ; 
Where bright-eyed children throng the door, 

The smoke floats dreamily away. 
And tawny chieftains ply the oar. 

Or paint their faces for the fray. 



Here dwelt the sage of silvery head, 

And maidens, rich in native charms; 
The harvest feast its bounties spread. 

And the wild war-dance called to arms. 
Here lived, and loved, and passed away 

A generation long forgot. 
Leaving these shreds of potter's clay 

And arrowheads to mark the spot. 
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On yonder hill the path remains 

Where, hastening to their council fires, 
Or, bearing scalps and battle stains. 

They sang the glory of their sires; 
The forest dark rose all around 

Where bears and panthers sought its shade; 
Here roamed the wolf his hunting ground 

And timid deer their covert made. 

The social beaver's warm abode 

Stood by the wooded streamlet's marge, 
And where the stately river flowed 

The salmon spawned her precious charge; 
Full was its flood and strong and clear. 

By many a stream and fount supplied. 
While on its breast with flint-tipped spear 

The watchful brave his fishing plied. 

While yet I muse upon the past, 

Unmindful of the fleeting hour. 
Shrill bursts a shriek upon the blast — 

A scream of superhuman power — 
O can it be the warwhoop dread, 

Presaging death to him that hears ? — 
The dream is o'er — the vision fled. 

The bustling present reappears. 

Waked from my trance I look around — 

A railway train is rushing near. 
Its engine's warning note the sound 

That stirred the pulses of my fear; 

5 
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^feattfes0ltrftt0^ 1867 

H^wbright and glad the laughing rills went singing 

When Winter perished in the Spring's warm breath, 
And fair, frail flowers through all the woodland spring- 
ing 

To resurrection rose from nature's death. 

Then leaf -crowned Summer, rosj-cheeked and smiling, 
Sweet incense wafting from her downy wings, 

In gay apparel came, the hours beguiling 
With music, soft as floats from angel strings. 

Ifext, Autumn, clad in robes of regal glory. 
Her lengthening shadow viewed across the plain, 

Pondered her brief career's disastrous story. 
And wept her fading empire all in vain. 

Now Winter once again, his mournful dirges, 
(Music in chains, and Beauty in her tomb,) 

Sounds, as his gliding sledge he smftly urges 
O'er snowy wastes that feeble suns illume. 

So the gaunt Jion, ravenous with fasting, 
Roars 'mid the solitude himself hath made. 

On every side malignant glances casting, 
New horrors adding to the gloomy shade. 

' To Him who paints the tulip's chalice slender, 
Arrays the fields in summer's vestment green, 

Pours on autumnal woods and skies their splendor, 
And robes in ermine winter's dreary scene — 
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Thanksgiving be to Ilim, and adoration, 

Who guides above the clouds his viewless car; 

His rule acknowledge every land and nation — 
Reflect his glory every burning star! 

Still, as in ages past, be Thou our banner, 
Our strong Deliverer in the day of wrath; 

So shall our shibboleth be still Hosanna 
Till earth's last sun illuminates our path. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 
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Spring. 

O happy, happy time of Spring! 
On budding boughs the bluebirds sing ; 
The wild-fowl northward swiftly fly, 
The rill meanders sparkling by. 
And earth, and sea, and heaven above 
Proclaim the bans of Youth and Love. 

Summer. 

On hill and vale the shadows lie 
Of clouds that float across the sky; 
Upon the stream its lilies dream. 
In woodland glades the roses gleam, 
And the charmed senses all unite 
To thrill the spirit with Delight. 
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Autumn. 

Along the teeming orchard row 
With blushing cheeks the apples glow; 
The com peeps yellow from its sheath, 
The chestnuts hide their burs beneath, 
And garden bright and forest rude 
Exhale the breath of Gratitude. 

WiNTEB. 

Blows Boreas bleak across the wold. 
The stark trees shiver in the cold; 
Winter displays his quaint device — 
A crown of snow begemmed with ice, 
While o'er his troubled horoscope 
Smiles tenderly the star of Hope. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 

k (Acrostic) 

Hail, happy day ! To fairy-haunted bowers. 
Arbutus and Hepatica, dear flowers ! 
Ketum ye now, in Spring's enchanting prime, 
Eich with sweet earnest of the coming time; 
I greet you with warm heart and words of cheer; 
Earth's brightest, loveliest hours with you appear, 
To usher in the fresh, rejoicing year ! 
6* 
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How mild the genial effluence of the sun, 
As on he speeds, his panseless race to run ; 
May naught oppose the arrows of his light. 
Majestic conqueror of the hosts of night ! 
Oh, on ihj path may Heaven's effulgence glow. 
If or clouds nor storm obstruct its tranquil flow, 
Divinely poured on all thy life below ! 
ApririS, 1869. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 

WLxtti tfcje flift of ait Wimhvtllvi . 

Accept this gift, for faithful service made, 
From storms a shelter and from heat a shade; 
And in the sunshine, or when rain descends, 
Believe us, ever gratefully — Your Friends. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 

^Itaitfesfllialnig 

The withered leaves lie dead and still. 

The lone boughs sigh above their graves, 

And through the grove and o'er the hill 
The tvrant, Winter, hoarselv raves. 

Beneath the ice crust, glassy clear, 

The gelid currents silent flow, 
And on the landscape wild and drear, 

Eests the soft garniture of snow. 
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And as no resurrection waits 

These leaves all sepulchred in white, 

So may our wrong desires and hates 
Be buried in oblivion's night. 

Firm as the crvstal fetters bind 

*i 

The tide that erst in freedom rolled, 
May our impetuous passions find 

By Virtue's cords their flight controlled. 

Our stream of life as tranquil glide, 

As to the distant, waiting sea, 
The gem-crowned rill, his mountain bride, 

Hastes in his welcoming arms to be. 

Oh, human hopes and human fears, 

How like the sea vour ebb and flow ! 

«. 

From joy to agony and tears. 

How swift the changing currents go ! 

Lord of the world ! while life shall last 
Give us the knowledge of Thy will. 

That when earth's brief career is past 
We may enjoy Thy presence still. 

November, 1868. 
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Chavade (i. $. (&.) 

My first is a treasure the rock-rifts hold, 
Perennial fount of joys and woes untold; 
Toil's recompense, the stay, the bane of health. 
The dream of Penury, the boast of wealth. 

My second appears in the harvest field 
AVhen its riches to scythe or sickle yield, 
^^ot dimpled by zephyrs or prone on the ground, 
But gracefully heaped in a fragrant mound. 

My whole a friend whose merits I proclaim, 
Indebted not to Fortune or to Fame 
For aught the years have brought of place or pelf 
Worthy of any trust, unique, himself ! 

¥ ¥ ¥ 

Sunday, April 18, 1869 

The weary night is past, 

The Sabbath is begun. 
And tinted clouds at last 

Herald the rising sun. 

Piercing the mists of morn 
Pursue thy conquering way. 

Announce a son new born — 
Lono^ live our little " Jav " ! 
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Carol, ye joyous birds, 

Amid the branches sing; 
With song unchained to words 

Make all the garden ring. 

Whisper of grateful love. 

Ye boughs and leaflets fair, 
To Him who sits above 

And heard our humble prayer. 

Peal forth your merry chimes, 

Ye sweetly swelling bells. 
Of brighter, happier times 

Your dulcet music tells. 

Oh, Sorrow! thine is night. 

But Joy with mom doth come; 

Eternal source of light ! 

Make all our hearts thy home. 

The life to-day begun 

Fill with thy quickening beams, 
Till its last setting sun 

'Mid hues of glory streams. 

* 

Then to the land of rest 

The parting soul upraise, 
To dwell amid the blest 

In endless love and praise. 
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Ji $imt to l^atigfe 

There is a time to weep and a time to laugli. — Ecclesiastes iii : 4 

There is a time to laugh — so saith the Preacher; 

There is a time to mourn, full well we know; 
And if the world contains one perfect creature, 

Through laughter and through tears became he so. 

Tears for the tyrannies, the Protean vices. 
The wants, the sufferings that afflict our state; 

But laughter that from morbid moods entices, 
Enabling us to labor, love, and wait. 

See yonder infant in his cradle lying. 

At ease, in gleeful play his days glide on, 
And when, to boyhood grown, his ball goes flying, 

IsTo happier being shines the sun upon. 

Why then, or when should Nature change its current. 

Up hill to run — the sweet to bitter turn, 
Convert life's simple joys to things abhorrent, j 

And at one holocaust its pleasures bum ? 

To earth's worn toilers comes this balm of healing — 
Grandeur, and Sin, and Riches ache with care ; 

But here are treasures safe from rust and stealing. 
The will to laugh, the privilege of prayer. 

Who should be merry ? T^ot the child of passion, 
The soul unconsecrated to its Master's cause, 

The fluttering butterfly of fickle Fashion, 
The victim of the violated laws. 
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But thou, emancipated from Sin's thraldom bitter, 
And I, whose heartstrings thrill at Nature's voice, 

To thee the streamlets sing, for me they glitter, 
Tor us their dancing wavelets shout — rejoice ! 

Why 'neath the somber shadow of the mountains 

In sackcloth comfortless and ashes sit. 
When gardens fair invite thee, bright with fountains. 

Where flowers perfume the air and songsters flit ? 

Will offered vinegar detain the rover 

Whom honied cells call to the summer field, 

Where scented cups and blooms of ruddy clover 
His coming wait, their luscious stores to >4eld ? 

What vast diversities exist, O brother ! 

Let owls and bats pursue their darkling flight, 
But nightingales and skylarks vie with other 

To make the night more brief, the morn more bright. 

!N^ot in the home where mourners sit in anguish, 
Xot in the consecrated house of prayer, 

Not by the beds where hoi)eless sufferers languish, 
Is time or place for laughter — oh, not there ! 

But in the daily walks of Christian living. 
Saints of the Lord ! be cheerful as ye may. 

To unregenerate men examples giving 

That shall attract them to the better way. 
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Despise not then God's gracious gift of laughter, 
For Trouble rideth on the tide of vears; 

If not already taught, we may hereafter 
Enough of sorrow know, enough of tears. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 
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It is too bad that you should waste your time, 
Good friends, in listening to a foolish rhyme, 
But as this seems the place for verse or song, 
Lend us your ears, we'll not detain you long. 

The hours speed on, old Winter lies without — 
But what is all this merriment about ? 
Why are we gathered here in joy and light. 
What means this " sound of revelry by night " ? 
Of bygone days replies the whispering ghost — 
" 'Tis the Tin Wedding of our generous host 
And the fair partner of his wedded life, 
Lois, which signifies in Greek, ' good wife.' " 



Thanks, friendly shade ! I only asked to find 
If there were any here so deaf and blind 
As not to realize, from head to heel. 
The true occasion of the joy we feel. 

Let us revert, then, for a little space. 
To scenes that faithful Memory may trace 
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Upon the canvas, as we see her stand 
Before the easel, with her brush in hand. 

Ten fleeting years I how brief the record seems — 
How like the sleeper's unsubstantial dreams. 
Wherein commingle happiness and sorrow. 
From waking life their tangled thread that borrow. 

Go back to " fifty-nine," on History's page, 
Retrace the record of that seeming age, 
And what has Time on all his rolls to show, 
To fire the soul or steep the heart in woe. 
That seems not insignificant, when shown 
Beside thy tragic page, O decade flown ? 
When o'er the smothered coals and ashes hot 
Of smoldering Treason warmed the baleful plot 
Of those that foul conspiracy who nursed, 
When on the night the flames of Sumter burst, 
Aiming to trail our banner in the dust, 
With Slavery for their corner-stone and trust. 

Then to the field with loval hearts and warm 
Pour our brave legions to confront the storm ; 
Their breasts with righteous indignation glow 
As back they hurl the swarming, desperate foe, 
Till, in God's own good time, with laurels croAVTied, 
To "Home, Sweet Home " their joyful course is bound; 
Rebellion sleeps with Slavery in its tomb, 
W^hile ensigns proudly wave and cannon boom. 

O red Antietam ! where in mortal strife 
Thy gory sod drank in our heroes' life, 
6 
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Stood in his place our manly brother then, 
Shoulder to shoulder with his trusty men, 
Preserved unhurt by that puissant arm 
Which shields His chosen ones from threatening harm. 

And so about his hearth successive rise 

Three babes to gladden the parental eyes; 

Two are with us, but one, sweet Johnnie ! sleeps 

Where o'er his early doom the May cloud weeps. 

And thou, our sainted father ! thou wast here 
That nuptial day, with words of hearty cheer; 
Prudent in counsel, honest, firm but kind, 
Long-suffering, yet to Heaven's decree resigned ; 
If thou canst hear us from the realm of bliss, 
Where we believe thou didst ascend from this, 
O father loved ! be with us here to-night, 
Illume our hearts with a diviner light, 
That we may walk where thou hast gone before. 
Until we greet thee on the Golden Shore. 



But, turning to the Present from the Past, 

With grateful bosoms that our lot is cast 

In such a goodly heritage as this, 

A touch of pathos has not seemed amiss. 

Let's look about a little, then, to see 

AYho's here, and who, though not, we wish could be, 

Whether kept from us by the drifted snow. 

Or ordered by the doctor not to go; 

Present or absent, friends, we warmly greet you ! 

And hope for many years in health to meet you. 
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First, then, as looming most conspicuously. 
Our " Central Parh " rejoicingly we see, 
Who, like that other one on If ew York Bay, 
Gives happiness to all who pass his way; 
Long may he live, his place and race to bless, 
And, may we add, *^ his shadow ne'er be less " ! 

And next, in order of the family ties, 

If not exactly next in point of size, 

We toast " the delegate from Panama," 

" The man who laughs," who makes us laugh, ha ! ha I 

Our sprightly coz, with " music in his soul," 

Who generally. reaches first the goal. 

But failed, by just a fortnight, in the race 

To stand with our good brother in this place; 

Before him difficulties vanish so 

They plainly were intended " not for /ae." 

Whv is not here he of the tribe of Dan. 

t/ '- 

Who drives from Colchester behind his span ? 
i Leading the celibate's unhappy life 
I For lack of Heaven's best gift, a faithful wife. 
Would that the scene here offered to his view 
Might turn his heart to go and likewise do. 

Right welcome here our reverend brother Fishe, 
y Who, never leading us our lives to risk 

'Mid Wall Street rampant Bulls and raging Bears, 
Remembers all our interests in his prayers; 
Conducts his flock to pastures ever new, 
And stands amid the fold a shepherd true. 



V 
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In our " established Church " believe we all, 

Albeit not married to the State at all, 

And though no '^ Bourbon " sheriff here could find, 

We have a Lord just suited to our mind; 

Also, were one disposed to make a wager, 

]S^o doubt among us might be found A. Ouger] 

And if for him the sun ne'er fix-ed stood, 

I^one less would ask it than our Joshua Wood, 

All honor, too, to Captain Chaffee's name. 

Who gained in arms a hero's well-earned fame, 

With patriotic ardor borne away 

AVhere wild Destruction reveled in the fray. 

Xo African is with us here to-night. 

Yet have we not a Blachnan, and a White 

With operatic airs about him clinging, 

Bonsmots, like sugar plums, about him flinging ? 

We miss our Hunter (though the Groves remain), 

But hope in Glendale soon to meet again; 

Our Gardner, too, against our will has left. 

While, of his pleasant company bereft. 

Our greatest consolation is to find 

That he to ^or^i-culture seems inclined. 

Our most authentic histories attest 

That long ago " old Put " was laid to rest; 

Yet here we reproduce him, good as new, 

A non-conductor for the nonce, 'tis true; 

And strange to say, though daily on a rail 

He rides, yet nought seems he to ail, 

Xor of iU health complains, though ^^ on a train " 

He constantly appears, in sun or rain; 
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Innumerable punches, too, takes he, 
As those who see him frequently agree. 

If any here have funds that need investin', 

Xeed I say ^^ friends, deposit them with Preston ! " 

Or if you would confound " the monster grisly," 

Send, in the hour of need, for Doctor Risley; 

Or else for Dickinson, though, son of Belial ! 

BeUeve him not, for gladly would he heal ye all. 

And now, as 'mid Plutonic fumes we stand, 

Td ask the favor of my dexter hand 

To enter here the affirmation true. 

That Brother Spalding " gives the de'il his due," 

In fact keeps several imps, both great and small. 

To learn the " black art " and attend his call; 

And yet is he " an honorable man," 

Conforming strictly to the Christian plan. 

'Tis said by some who surely ought to know, 
That when to Lethe certain birds would go, 
Though all unmusical by nature framed. 
And for their grace and plumage only famed. 
Yet, when the hour approacheth of their death. 
They sing divinely with their parting breath. 
And so, as we draw near the end of these 
Poor jingles, formed your partial ears to please, 
Who that this tin-clad doggerel may con 
Would not for once aspire to B. R. Swan ? 

And now, while here we all are met together, 
In spite of frost or snow, of wind and weather, 
6* 
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Let me propose, my friends, a parting toast : — 
*' Health to the ladies! " whom we love the most; 
Though last of all we introduce them here, 
First in our hearts we hold their praises dear; 
And more especially, in water bright. 
We pledge our gracious hostess here to-night; 
Praying that she and her right worthy spouse * 
May long dispense the honors of the house; 
And when their Silver Wedding feast shall be 
Mav every one of us be there to see ! 

December 7, 18' -9. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 
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How fair is the sight, on a midsummer's dawning. 

Of a wheat field wide waving o'er hillside and valley, 
When the East is aglow with the prelude of morning, 

And the murmuring winds from their fastnesses 
sally ! 
How charming the picture ! How liquid the motion, 

Enchaining the footsteps of him that beholds it. 
As surge follows surge like a billow of ocean, 

That flies to the breast of the strand that enfolds it ! 

There lately I strayed as the stars were declining. 
And a shade of oppression my spirits encumbered, 

I or I knew that before the meridian shining. 

That beauty and life with the lost would be num- 
bered. 
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Like an army with spears to the battle onrushing, 
At daybreak their ensigns float proudly and glorious, 

But the night breeze shall mourn them low laid in the 
hushing 
Of Death, o'er their helmeted legions victorious. 



But yesterday seemed it when earth to receive them 

Afforded their parents her bosom's protection, 
While the husbandman, pleased in her keeping to leave 
them, 
Confidingly waited their glad resurrection. 
Then Winter, shrill sounding the charge of destruction, 
With lance-bearing cohorts pierced deeply to find 
them. 
But the warm breath of spring banished every obstruc- 
tion 
And roused from the sleep to which faith had con- 
signed them. 



Then softly outspread on the lap of the morning, 

A carpet inwoven with emeralds gleaming. 
When Phoebus arose for creation's adorning. 

And the flash of his eye through the valley came 
streaming; 
'Neath the canopy cool were the meadow larks hidden, 

The bobolink twanged there his cithern in gladness. 
The locust and grasshopper chirped unforbidden. 

And the katydid's plaint rose in nocturns of sadness. 
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But lo! the swart reaper his cradle is swinging; 

Xo hand of i-esistance, no cry of despair 
Ascends, while the winds are their requiem singing, 

And paeons of prophecy people the air. 
Farewell ! till again from thy shelter maternal, 

O Earth ! in time's fullness their offspring we hail, 
When nature resumes her habiliments vernal, 

And the song of rejoicing floats sweet on the gale. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 

A language bom on Eden's morn, ye breathe, O silent 
Flowers ! 

Xor doth it greet in tones more sweet the tropics' sultry 
bowers, 

Nor voiceless grow where 'neath the snow the Golden 
Crocus cowers; 

It forms e'en yet Love's alphabet, wherein his votary 
writes, 

Expressing more than learned lore, his Sorrows and De- 
lights. 

Bring Amaranths fair to deck the hair that wreathes 
yon classic brow, 

And Heliotropes from southern slopes. Ambrosia's pen- 
sive vow, 

ISTor Rosebuds red about her head omit, nor Lilies 
white, 

"Not Daisies sweet, beneath her feet a carpet of de- 
light ! 
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Anemones, and, from his trees, Magnolia's rich per- 
fume; 

Xow Pansies bright and Cowslips white and Bridal 
Rose's bloom. 

Cluster with these the pale Heartsease (haunter of 
lonely spots). 

Hyacinth bells with honey'd cells, and dear Forget-me- 
Nots, 

Almonds, like Hope, with spring that ope, and star-like 
Aster's pride; 

Pure from the lake its Lilies take, the sunny marge be- 
side; 

Mingle with all the Violets small, blue, white, and yel- 
low-hued, 

A Damask Rose therein dispose, with Beauty's soul in- 
dued, 

Now, Iris, bow thy perfumed brow to grace this rude 
similitude ! 

¥ ¥ ¥ 

Beneath the trees bereaved and bare 

Is buried Autumn lying, 
Under the leaves he deftly dyed 

Ere yet he dreamed of dying; 
About their roots the rare Arbutes 

And Liverworts are springing. 
And through the air of songsters fair 

The vernal voice is ringing. 
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Thus Beauty wakens from her trance 

And Silence falls to singing, 
And o'er Decay, Time, grave and gray, 

A garb of grace is flinging; 
So Joy may sit with Sorrow down 

While Hope paints bright to-morrows, 
And at the tomb Faith breaks the gloom 

The mourning spirit borrows. 

With mom's first glint how oft a tint, 

Like Beauty's blushes seeming. 
Prepares the way for f uU-orb'd day 

In gold and purple gleaming — 
So from the earth comes first to birth 

Arbutus, shy and tender, 
With frail Hepaticas, that swing 

From tapering stemlets slender. 

Oh, happy hours, in wildwood bowers, 

Dear sister ! when we found them. 
Ere in the glade yet played the shade 

Of maple leaves around them; 
And as alway thy natal day 

Came in with flowers and gladness. 
Shall Memory bright their thoughts unite 

Mingled with tinge of sadness. 

'Twas Spring on earth when at thy birth 
Joy's silver bells were ringing — 

When Autumn came, in robes of flame. 
Thou to life's thread wast clinging; 
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But winter found in all his round 

No sign of thee but weeping, 
Yet well we knew, O dear and true ! 

Where thou wast sweetly sleeping. 

Thine was a mind where none could find 

The least alloy of grossness; 
Thy gentle heart in every part 

Was void of all moroseness; 
A winsome child, a floweret wild, 

A strain of music yearning 
To thee were dear as shouts that cheer 

The warrior home returning. 

And still we know, though here below 

With us no more she lingers, 
That deeds of love in realms above 

Engage those faithful fingers; 
That as she strays the shining ways 

She leans on Father's bosom ; 
That Laura fair is with her there, 

And Johnnie, blighted blossom ! 

There lovelier flowers than these of ours 

Delight their raptured vision, 
And music falls, like angel calls, 

Upon the flelds Elysian; 
Sweet children throng the streets along. 

All garlanded and singing, 
And loud always with hynms of praise 

The starry vault is ringing. 
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Oh, there to wake when Death shall break 

Earth's bonds — awake in glory, 
And soul to soul, as ages roll, 

Rehearse Redemption's story ! 
Hand clasping hand, a blissful band 

Which Fate can ne'er dissever — 
Life's maze will seem a troubled dream. 

And Heaven be ours forever. 
April 13. 1871 

¥ ¥ ¥ 



3i 



clx0 WiinQS 



What, when unauthorized, amounts to stealing? Eel- 
ing. 

What echo flies before a conquering army ? Ah ! me ! 

What dearer words than mother, father — Are there? 

AVho childhood's plaints with loving kisses smothers? 
Mother's. 

Who the procession led from Ararat ? Ah ! a rat. 

What's the antithesis of " maiden heartless " ? Art- 
less. 

What wore Joan of Arc so naught could harm her? 
Good armor. 

What is their doom in sin who persevere ? Severe. 

How are they served whom cannibals haVe beaten? 
Eaten. 

What does one's heart for profligates and rakes ? Aches. 

"What gives a rogue's nefarious deeds a rest ? Arrest. 

Xame the first vessel under sail with cargo ? Argo. 

Who did our great progenitor deceive ? Eve. 
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Whose lot's the envy of all other powers ? Ours. 

What makes of those who quaff too deeply swine? 
Wine. 

Is not the wretchedest of men a miser ? Aye ! sir. 

What ornaments improve young ladies's hearings?- 
Ear-rings. 

What would you name the driver of a horse-car ? Oscar. 

What would you call these capers of Atlantic's ? An- 
tics. 

AVhere lies thy remedy, Intemperance? In temper- 
ance. 

What is the monkey's law of limitation ? Imitation. 

Xame the best emblem of perpetual motion. Ocean. 

W^hat best the dread of poverty assuages ? Wages. 

Whose w^ealth exceeds the average of pastors ? ^Vstor's. 

What of great wealth leaves oft no track or traces? 
Races. 

How should they hang who perpetrate high treason? 
High trees on. 

What bird deserveth best the title " regal " ? Eagle. 

What summer dainty most our girls entices ? Ices. 

What for a schoolboy carries greatest terrors ? Errors. 

What to her bosom Cleopatra clasps ? Asps. 

W^hat motives govern those who buy and sell fish ? Sel- 
fish. 

What lies beyond Pacific's waters azure ? Asia. 

WThen is your mother going to Alaska ? '11 ask her. 

WTiat animal beheaded makes a blizzard ? Lizard. 

Wliose form resembles most our human shapes ? Apes. 

How many stages has Mahomet's heaven ? Seven. 

What is his state who mounts* a mustang frisky? 
Riskv. 
7 
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Who of all climes inhales the sweet aroma ? A roamer. 

What does the avaricious do for riches ? Itches. 

What sidewalks most in winter do I see ? Icy. 

What state does most the '' man bom tired " please ? 
Ease. 

What on the housewife's patience most encroaches? 
Koaches. 

What is the natural motion of a fairy ? Airy. 

Who to a tranquil life are mostly strangers ? Rangers. 

Mention the Eastern State of our domain. Oh ! Maine. 

Are you familiar with the past of Siam ? I am. 

What was Man Friday's feeling as to clothing ? Loath- 
ing. 

What history loves the schoolboy to peruse ? Peru's. 

What summer ailment is most melancholic? Melon 
colic. 

AVhat sportive practice seems most bad in age ? Bad- 
inage. 

What is too often made a matter o' monev? Matri- 
mony. 

Which is your preference, chloroform or ether? 
Either. 

Where oft resides the charm of infancy? In fancy. 

Are wars of conquest ever right or lawful ? Awful. 

What quickest quiets Ocean's fierce turmoil ? Oil. 

What present to a girl most pleasure brings ? Rings. 

Whose " ear for music " other beasts surpasses ? Asses. 

When should we rise to greet the dewdrops pearly? 
Early. 



CATAGRAPHS 76 

1 sing my cat — or rather there are two — 
Foes to the rat, but friends to me and you. 
Maltv, the elder, can't be called a beauty — 

Her coat is tawny, streaked with darker stains, 
But well she knows her place and does her duty. 

And in her cranium she carries brains, 
Leo, the junior, is a handsome fellow — 
A tiger's skin, with pensive eyes and yellow. 
Soft fur, and, well I know ! the sharpest claws, 
Which say to too confiding fingers — paws ! 
I love them both, though Malty is my pet 
Because my first affinity, and yet 
If both for life were struggling in a ditch 
I'd rescue first — I can't determine which ! 

And as in Egypt 'twas the happy fate 
Of aged mousers who had had their day 
Embalmed in spices to be laid aw^ay 

In cat-acombs with royal pomp and state, 
Such honors to mv fond and faithful friends 

t 

Would I devote when death their service ends. 
That I for such a notion should contend 
May seem incredible to yon, my friend! 
But I believe in sending cats to college, 
Affording opportunities of knowledge 
From which unjustly they have been debarred. 
Reflect upon it ! does it not seem hard 
That capabilities as vast as theirs are 
Should be as much neglected as the bears are ? 
When everybody knows that any kitten 
Xo bigger than a schoolboy's mottled mitten. 
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By instinct and with modulation true 

(^an sound the vowels in their order true 

J list as we say them — a-e-i-o-u ! 

To pledge my reputation I am willing, 

That by a course of systematic drilling, 

They could in time be even taught to say 

The shorter cat-echism, in their felin' way; 

Indeed in creed they cat-abaptists seem, 

Doting on fish, but dreading still the stream. 

Horses are well enough, for aught I know. 

For men to drive and talk about, and so 

For boys are dogs, who run at will the street 

And try our patience with their muddy feet; 

But for a fireside friend, you must confess, 

A quiet cat, your solitude to bless, 

Is worth a dozen clumsy pets like those. 

Think of it once ! a horse's heel, dog's nose. 

What objects of dismay to nervous people ! 

I'd sooner think of jumping from the steeple 

Than to approach too close to either one; 

But in a handsome kitty, full of fun, 

A boundless store of satisfaction dwells; 

Her moods are various, she believes in " spells " ; 

Are you hilarious ? She is ripe for riot ; 

Should you grow thoughtful, none than she more quiet; 

Purrs her delight whene'er your foot approaches. 

But never on your right of way encroaches. 

On wintry nights what company is she, 

As from a porcelain cup you sip your tea. 

Or by the grate reclines upon your knee; 

And if a mouse or rat presumes to stir, 

How soon that animated ball of fur 
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Convinces the intruder of his error, 

Makes him her prey or sends him home in terror. 

Could I convert to gold my store of pity 

A town I'd found and name it Felis-City; 

A hospital this city should contain 

For every sort of cat disease or pain, 

Where the scarred veterans of the whiskered race, 

The aged, sick, infirm, should have a place 

To end their days in restf ulness and ease, 

Where dogs should never chase nor urchins tease; 

Cat-awba wine should lend its cheering store, 

And Mus-cat, brought the waves of ocean o'er, 

Catfish, ad libitum, should be their food, 

With stew of catbirds from the neighboring wood; 

Catsup in every meal its part should play 

And " cat naps " after dinner be " au fait." 

Then should cat-arrh or cat-alepsy chance 
Upon its fated victim to advance, 
When cat-aplasms could not ease the pain. 
And cat-erpillar broth proved all in vain. 
The grand cat-astrophe that comes to all 
Upon the stage like a drop scene should fall, 
And life go out in one faint caterwaul. 

Requies-cat in pace is the motto 
One then might read upon their funeral grotto ; 
A catnip garden should enclose their grave. 
And o'er their forms cat-alpa branches wave ; 
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A cattail marsh contiguous should be found, 
And distant cat-aracts their requiem sound, 
While to remotest years, through nights and days, 
A catgut band should celebrate their praise. 
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AVithin these quiet precincts of the grave, 

Why congregates to-day this earnest throng, 
While music swells and banners grandly wave. 

And prayer is followed by the voice of song ? 
Xor here alone, but everywhere, are seen 

Processions moving to the place of tombs; 
While nature dons her robe of freshest green, 

And from her censers wafts most sweet perfumes. 

Hark to the answer from these flower-strown mounds, 

(The spirit voice of those who slumber there) : 
" For us who died of honorable wounds. 

In prison, camp, or hospital, or where 
The trumpet called our cohorts to the fray; 

Where, through War's smoky veil and flecks of flame, 
The traitor squadrons loomed in long array; 

For us who died that ye might free men live. 
These tributary offerings are brought, 

Of flowers such as Love delights to give. 
With every tender grace and meaning fraught, 
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With ceremony and exulting pride, 
To deck our resting place, while Glory calls 

Her Koll of Honor, on whose pages wide 
The brightness of meridian sunlight falls/' 

Ay ! bring forget-me-nots, whose starry eyes 

Upon the summer sky unwinking gaze; 
Almond and hawthorn which the humble prize, 

Suggesting hopes beyond this tangled maze; 
And daffodils, of chivalry the boast. 

With elm leaves twisted in a chaplet fair — 
(The elm, that glory of our clime and coast, 

Whose hardy sons its grace and vigor share) ; 
And these, of constancy, and grief that tell, 

The blue and purple hyacinth, endowed 
With fragrant breath and beauty's mystic spell; 

The laurel, glory's chaplet, dark and proud; 
And myrtles, that of love undying breathe; 

And sweet syringas, with resistless power 
To gladden memory's contemplative hour; 

These all, with leaves of green and branches wreathe, 
In fresh remembrance evermore to bloom, 

Upon the martyred patriot's hallowed tomb. 

Profusely pile them on each hero's grave. 

With beauty, grace, and perfume's charms endued. 
In grateful offering to the spirits brave, 

Whose blood the threatening flames of war subdued. 
From Madawasca to the Golden Gate 

The clarion voice of liberty proclaims — 
" Such honors crown mv children's latter state, 

While history recapitulates their names, 



J 



80 POEMS 

And farthest ages welcome with applause 

Their proud achievements in their country's cause/* 

Whv may we not believe that here to-dav 

Their spirits in our midst commingling stand ? 
Unfettered by the obstructing bonds of clay 

That bar our progress to the Better Land. 
Contented as thev see with vision clear, 

Honor, unsleeping, watching o'er their dust 
With brow serene and majesty severe, 

Zealous custodian of her glorious trust. 



O friends ! 'tis good to wander often here. 

To brighten patriotism's sinking flames. 
Above these mounds to drop a manly tear. 

And in our hearts enshrine these heroes' names. 
For us and them that after us shall come. 

They went afar from hearths and homes endeared, 
Exchanged the Sabbath bell for fife and drum. 

War's rude alarms, battle and wounds unf eared ; 
And shall they moulder in forgotten graves. 

And we the priceless heritage embrace ? 
Rather our cause were lost, ourselves were slaves, 

Than such default our triumph should disgrace. 

Here, then, resort as often as ye may. 

By mournful pride and hopeful sorrow brought, 

And let your souls a nobler impulse sway 

While in these walks ye linger, lost in thought; 
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Then shall the shades of those that moulder here 
Rest in their blood-marked pilgrimage's goal, 

And freedom's votaries their names revere 
While earth revolves and countless ages roll. 



¥ ¥ ¥ 



She (Otd ffitxcmxmo 

I sing the praises of Chemung ! 

That winding, swift, and sparkling river, 
Worthy of minstrel to be sung 

As Amo sweet or Guadalquiver. 

Remote from sight and safe from harm, 
Oft mirrored there enamored hung 

The Indian maid, her every charm 
Keflected fair in thee, Chemung ! 

Afloat upon thy buoyant wave 

Oft has the dusky chieftain swung 

An arm, which, bared in conflict brave. 
Fought foemen by the dark Chemung. 

Upon thy breast the trim canoe 
Oft glided swift, as wildly rung 

The warrior's chant, in measure true. 
Amid thy pine-clad hills, Chemung ! 
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When soft the harvest moon has shone 
Upon thy silvery face, Chemung ! 

What loving pairs have paced alone 

Thy walks with tangled vines o'erhung. 

But all is changed ! the wigwam smoke, 
Its banner blue that skyward flung, 

Shall wave no more, nor hurried stroke 
Of paddles break thy rest, Chemung ! 

The silent hills that skirt thy shore 

Still stand as when the earth was young, 

Yet torrents fill thy bed no more. 

That once the red man named Chemung. 

Still struggles on the shrunken tide. 
Deep in thy channel, lone Chemung ! 

But the path has crumbled from thy side 
Where tree and vine embracing chmg. 

The maize yet waves in serried ranks 

t.' 

On ground where ages since it sprung - 
But the paleface tends along thy banks 
The herds that lap thy wave, Chemung ! 

Like morning mists that cloud thy stream. 
That mighty race from men among, 

Gone, like the phantoms of a dream, 
No longer haunt their loved Chemung. 
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Dear stream, farewell ; afar from thee 
No more I list thy tuneful tongue, 

Yet oft in dreams thy glance I see 

And list thy gurgling voice, Chemung ! 

¥ ¥ ¥ 
Acrostic 

May all thy life, dear Mabel, be as bright 
As these fair days of Summer, when the sun 

Revels from morn till eve in joy and light, 
Yet shines most glorious when his race is run. 

I would not ask for thee a brilliant part, 

Such as the world supremest bliss esteems 
And seeks to compass, but a tender heart, 

Bearing His impress who our souls redeems, 
Eager to raise the fallen, support the weak, 

Loving where others nothing find to love, 
Leaving earth's joys her sorrowing ones to seek. 

And fixt thy constant thought on things above. 

Blue bend the skies above thy peaceful way. 
As, at the golden year's delightful prime, 

Returns in annual round thy natal day. 
Rich promise bearing of the coming time. 

Oh ! may the Autumn of thy ripened wheat 

With well-earned sheaves at harvest home abound, 

Such as thy Lord's approving smile shall greet. 
July 13, 1871. 
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Five years have sKpped away, dear wife, 
Since we in May were married ; 

How bright, how brief ! Upon my life 
Would they had longer tarried ! 

Though five we loved have fallen asleep, 

Our wedding who attended — 
Above their graves, when May flowers weep. 

Our tears with theirs have blended — 

Yet life and health for us retain 
The flowers of joy and beauty. 

And peace, without which these in vain 
Perfume the path of duty. 

Oft have I heard that love will fade 

When lovers are united ; 
But love like ours was never made 

By wedding to be blighted. 

The stars in changeless circuit wheel. 
The needle northward trembles. 

And thy dear love, as bright, as leal. 
Their constancy resembles. 

Oh, may the years of coming age. 

Should life be still extended. 
Bring naught to fill a sadder page 

Than these that now have ended — 
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Till from the sky the mandate sounds, 
From earth's bewildering changes, 

Fly where the soul through blissful rounds 
Emancipated ranges. 

There the sweet ties of love and truth, 
H'or change nor death shall sever, 

But flourish in. immortal youth, 
Forever and forever. 

May 32, 1872. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 

OR THE DOCTRINE OF TOTAL DEPliAVITY DEMON-STRATED 

If you conquer the DEVIL and cut off his head. 
Acephalous, EVIL confronts you instead; 
Beheaded once more, the resultant is VILE ; 
Chop again and the sorry remainder is ILL; 
Kow extirpate the " I " -that still glares from its socket, 
And all that remains unexpunged from the docket 
Is that awful abyss to which Lucifer fell. 
And which Albion's islanders soften to L. 
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Live in the light of the Truth that hath found thee, 

Live as the Ocean lives, sparkling and broad; 
Live for the thousands who perish around thee, 

Live for thy country, Eternity, God; 
Live in the Past, with its eloquent history; 

Live in the Present — it soon will have fled; 
Live for the Future, enshrouded in mystery; 

Live while you live, ere you sleep with the dead. 

Learn to look up when temptations assail thee. 

Learn to do right, whosoever may laugh ; 
Learn to distrust the delights tHat regale thee. 

Learn from Guilt's chalice. Oh, never to quaff ! 
Learn to rebuke each unhallowed emotion. 

Learn to thyself to be loyal and just; 
Learn to make Dutv thv shrine of devotion, 

Learn not in man, but thy Savior, to trust. 

Labor for all that is highest and purest. 

Labor for that w^hich is wisest and best ; 
Labor for Him who of friends is the surest, 

Labor till Death brings thy guerdon of rest; 
Labor in earnest, thy work is around thee, 

Labor unweariedly on to the end; 
Labor is worship, and angels surround thee. 

Labor to cheer thee and flv to defend. 

Love 'mid aspersion, neglect, and disaster, 
Love in the sunshine, but more in the storm ; 

Love above all thine Exemplar and Master, 
Love Him with constancy, tender and warm; 
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Love not of Sorrow hei* vesture to borrow, 
Love in the dayspring of Heaven to roam; 

Love not Self or Sin, and in Earth's glad to-morrow, 
Love everlasting shall welcome thee home. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 
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On plain and mountain side, 

Or by the sounding sea. 
How many sleep who dared and died, 

O friends, for you and me ! 
We cannot bring them here. 

And there we may not go, 
But o'er their cenotaph the tear 

Of gratitude shall flow. 

Forth to their fate they w^ent 

With spirits unappalled, 
Their manhood's prime ungrudging spent 

Wherever duty called; 
They where they fell repose, 

But some returned to die, 
And here in glory slumber those 

Who with their kindred lie. 

How can we e'er discharge 

The debt to those we owe 
Who bared their dauntless breasts, a targe 

To shield us from the foe ? 
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To quench war's flaming brand 

Their blood thej freely shed; 
Then bring we flowers with liberal hand 

To strew their honored bed. 

Again that rumbling storm 

Strikes terror to mine ear; 
Anon behold the baleful form 

Of Anarchy appear ! 
The conflict rages long, 

With thunderous volleys loud, 
And Havoc darts its lightning prong 

Athwart the smoky shroud. 

To thee, God ! we owe 

The victory and the peace 
That came at last like morn's sweet glow 

When wind and tempest cease; 
And still, when green-robed Spring 

Unveils her smiling face. 
Our tributary gifts we'll bring 

These sepulchres to grace. 

Kest, then, ye martyred band ! 

Your slumbers none may break, 
Nor with a sacrilegious hand 

Your fadeless laurels take; ^ 

And should war's cloud again *^ 

Deform our native sky. 
Here will we come and swear, like men, 

To conquer or to die ! 



TO JOHNNY B IN HIS TEENS 89 

^0 S^ftnnjj ^ in Ms gecns 

Dear Johnny, I see by a note on the page 
Of my journal to-day, that you've come to the age 
Of a round ^^baker's dozen " — what beautiful scenes 
lie spread out before you — a boy in his Teens ! 

There'll be many a breathing spell, stumble and stop 
In the steep, winding way ere you come to the top ; 
But who that's not been there can know what it means 
For a growing young man to arrive at his Teens ? 

What a patchwork of colors composes the lot 
Of one who looks back from that rose-bowered spot ! 
The Red Letter days. Blue and Black, but the Greens 
He's done with forever, our lad in his Teens ! 

Press on, then, with Truth for your compass and guide, 
With Peace and Humility tending your side, 
While every failing to Virtue still leans 
As you pass the seven milestones that measure your 
Teens. 

Though the plaudits of men you may never receive. 
Your spirit let not their indifference grieve — 
Their honors rank higher than princes' or queens' 
Whose feet reach unswerving the end of their Teens. 

As over life's treacherous billows you sweep, 
May the ballast of Principle, solid and deep, 
Your barqiie save from foundering when it careens. 
Assailed by the tempests that follow the Teens. 
8* 
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Or should vou be rather a hiisbandman brown, 
Who winnows the wheat bv his sickle cut down, 
Unen vying him who contentedly gleans 
An ear here and there in the harvest of Teens. 



Then at last, should the Lord of the Harvest permit, 

r 



At his right hand in Paradise, Oh, may you sit ! 
Where no cloud of sorrow or guilt intervenes 
To cast into shadow the vears of vour Teens. 



¥ ¥ ¥ 
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Star of the West ! thv radiant beam 
Athwart Oppression's night shall stream, 
Till Tyranny bears sway no more 
And Freedom reigns on every shore. 

Far down the ages' distant line 
Hope saw thy dawning dimly shine, 
And hailed, with mingled smile and tear, 
The advent of a brighter year. 

In throes of anguish thou wast born, 
The patriot's trust, the despot's scorn, 
But glad hosannas hailed the ray 
That ushered in thy perfect day. 
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Across the dark, tumultuous sea 
The eves of millions turn to thee, 
While Love, and Hate, aud Hope, and Fear 
Attend thee in thy grand career. 

Futurity extends the hand 
Of welcome from her shadowy strand, 
And nations long involved in night 
Rejoice to see thy cheerful light. 

Forever float o'er land and sea, 
Thou chosen ensign of the free ! 
While thy proud standard waves on high. 
O Liberty, thou canst not die ! 

¥ ¥ ¥ 

^illtlx a boje jof pijessiuaB 

To J. H. G., April 18, 1877 

Dear nephew ! as this fragile box 
Yields to your hammer's sturdy knocks, 
When all exposed its contents lie 
Before your glad, admiring eye. 
Think underneath how plain outside 
The brightest virtues often hide. 

When eager for the luscious sap 
You strip in haste each tissue wrap. 
Exchanging for its dingy white 
Those fragrant orbs of saffron bright. 
Reflect behind what thin disguise 
Ofttimes a great temptation lies. 
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So, when the fair and scented globes, 

Clothed in their soft and glowing robes, 

You hold, may you reminded be 

Of how, in your geography, 

The earth unto an orange round. 

With flattened poles, compared you found. 

And when you peel the golden skin 

To taste what flavor lurks within, 

A model of the moon you'll see 

As sketched in your astronomy. 

Viewed on some tranquil summer's night 

Through telescopic lenses bright. 

But when at last you reach the pulp. 

And its delicious juices gulp. 

Let gratitude to Him ascend. 

Your gracious, wise, unchanging friend, 

At w^hose beneficent command 

Fruits grow and flowers adorn the land. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 

Sunshine in tlxc ^cat:t 

When life seems dark and friends are far, 
And Heaven reveals no guiding star, 

Let courage not depart ! 
Though clouds arise and tempests pour. 
And blustering wdnds around me roar. 
Serene I pace the soimding shore 

With sunshine in mv heart ! 



I 
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Thou who illuminatest all, 

Till stars shine forth at evening's call, 

Thy influence still impart ! 
But were thou dimmed whose quickening rays 
Suffuse with light those heavenly ways, 
Still would we raise our song of praise, 

With sunshine in the heart! 

Barred from thy beatific ray, 
What wretched myriads pine away, 

From every joy apart ! 
Beneath the soil what thousands toil 
To rob earth's bosom of its spoil; 
Yet w^hile they burn this sacred oil 

There's sunshine in their heart ! 

How many grope with sightless eyes 

To whom, though warm, King of the Skies ! 

Invisible thou art; 
Some that thy glory never knew. 
And some who blind in manhood grew. 
How dear to them, how bright, how true 

The sunshine of the heart ! 

On beds of languishing and pain 
What multitudes through life remain. 

Unenviable part ! 
What thousands suffer slavery's doom — 
But there's a light can pierce the gloom 
That clouds the portals of the tomb — 

'Tis simshine in the heart ! 
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O child of penury and toil ! 
Though Fate thy aspirations foil, 

Let not sweet Hope depart ! 
Whv crave the thomv seat of Power, 
Or Pleasure's brief, delusive hour, 
Glory, or Riches' empty dower. 

With sunshine in thv heart ? 

I' 

¥ ¥ ¥ 



Light of my life and solace of my soul ! 

While I for thee a fragrant chaplet tvdne, 
What echoes sweet through memory's chambers roll; 

How bright the flames on Love's fair altar shine I 

This day thou gav'st thy gentle hand to mine. 

Where flowers and friendly faces graced the room; 

What time his leaves appeared upon the vine. 

And peach trees, blushing, glowed in rosy bloom. 

Ten gladsome Summers have their blossoms shed. 
So many blasts hath Autumn's bugle blown. 

And ruddy Winter, with his snow-capped head. 
As often reassumed the glittering throne. 

And now to thee what tribute can I bring. 
Endeared associate of these favored vears: 

Or how that love in worthiest numbers sing 
Which full expression finds alone in tears ? 



i 
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Kiches and honor were as tawdry toys 

Without the glow that gilds my darksome way; 

Xor would I barter for earth's transient joys 
The calm delights that hallow every day. 

Mellifluous swells the oriole's cheery call, 
Haply at Spring's effulgent dawTiing heard; 

But sweeter on mine ear the accents fall 

Of thy soft voice, than song of mating bird. 

Glad is the sight to him that's wandered far 
Of the blue cliffs that guard his native shore; 

But dearer to my heart thy features are, 
Of priceless gold the hospitable door. 

Time on our heads hath gently laid his hand, 
Sprinkling, as on he passed, some ashes there; 

And on our brows, by wayward zephyrs fanned, 
Are traced the autographs of thought and care. 

Let toilsome years, trials, and change appear, 
With disappointment gliding in their train ; 

Yet shall the world be bright and heaven seem near. 
While love and constancy their bloom retain. 

And in that clime where sorrow is unknown, 

• Where sin, decay, and suffering cannot come. 
The germs of love, in earth's rough furrows sown. 
As ripened sheaves shall gain their harvest home. 
May 22. 1877. 
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Appertaining to thb Name Gibson 

Upon a scarlet shield repose 

Three (i olden Keys, while over those 

The mother Pelican her brood 

Feeds with her torn breast's trickling blood. 

Beneath, displayed in letters fair, 
Three flowing scrolls the legend bear — 
" Ccelestis Pandite Portae " — thus 
Our Coat of Arms descends to us. 

• 

Three Golden Keys! What can they be 
But Faith, and Hope, and Charity ? 
These shall '^ unlock the Heavenly Gates " 
Whereat the Guardian Angel waits. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 

DIED 

At Ellington, Conn., Jan. 23, 1878, Deacon Julius 
Strong Hammond, aged 78. 

liBljCJCp In Jjjesxis 

So sinks another star from sight 

Whose radiant beams dispelled the gloom — 
Set but to shed serener light 

Beyond the portals of the tomb. 






I 



ASLEEP IN JESUS 97 

Forever mute that gentle voice 

Which only love and kindness spoke; 

Which bade desponding souls rejoice 
And ceaseless songs of praise awoke. 

O heart with ruth and patience fraught, 
Whose throbbing evermore is stilled ! 

With heavenly peace and hallowed thought 
Overflowing were thy chambers filled. 

Those kindly eyes no longer rest 

On friends and scenes familiar long; 
But on the sight of heaven's new guest 

What beatific visions throng ! 

No chilling blast — no wintry storm 

Assails the calm sojourner there; 
No darksome clouds the skv deform, 

^tfor thunders hurtle in the air. 

Fruitage and flowers supremely fair 
Cluster on vine, and tree, and ground; 

Perennial Spring abideth there 
And joys ineffable abound. 

Asleep in Jesus ! Oh, how sweet 

For us awhile who linger here, 
That blest assurance to repeat 

Without one shade of doubt or fear ! 
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Oh, hasten, Resurrection hour ! 

Restoring those to love's embrace 
Who yield to death's resistless power. 

But triumph in redeeming grace. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 

Sltje griuflcd (Bjentian 

The heralds of Flora once summoned before her 

The loveliest daughters of woodland and green, 
AVhere, appareled in ermine, she thought to determine 

On which to bestow the regalia of queen. 
The brightest, the fairest, the richest, the rarest, 

Swept by in review as she sat on her throne. 
When, to banish dissension, she chose the Fringed Gen- 
tian 

To take the insignia and wear them alone. 

O Lily of fountains ! O Rose of the mountains ! 

What pages of song with your praises have flowed ! 
On your beauties and graces all ages and races 

Eulogiums vivid have justly bestowed ! 
By river sides vernal, 'mid glaciers eternal. 

The lotus and snowdrop perennial bloom — 
But the Muse of Invention pronounces the Gentian 

The bonniest pattern that flows from her loom. 

Xor shalt thou dispute us, dear Trailing Arbutus ! 

Because for thy rival such honor we claim ; 
Of Spring's happy season, the Alpha, with reason 

We hail thee, coy maiden, transcendent in fame ! 
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1 et fearless we mention the right of the Gentian 
To reign the Omega of all the glad train 

Whose bannered procession, through Summer's pro- 
gression, 
Lends glory and brightness to hillside and plain. 

Fair nymph Epigsea, first born of the year ! 

On the southerly slopes in the sunlight you bask, 
When the quickening showers have emboldened your 
flo^wers 

To peep from the leaves whose concealment they ask; 
But the royal-robed Gentian declares her intention 

To float her blue flag o'er the solitude waste. 
Though winter's swift minions on crystalline pinions 

Of min and death to the carnival haste. 

Oh, sweet are the bowers where loiter the hours, 

Enamored of fragrance and beauty allied; 
Where the orange's bloom loads the gale with perfume 

And graceful Magnolias their censers swing wide; 
Yet heyond all contention, the sky-tinted Gentian, 

The last stay of Autumn and famous in song, 
Alone bears the honor which, Flora upon her 

Conferring, to her must forever belong. 



30 
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Ellington, Jan. 23, 1878, Julius Strong Hammond, 
aged 78. Sept. 5, 1878, Emily Webster Hanmiond, 
aged 65. 



How bitter was the parting, yet how brief ! 

To the bright mansions of eternal day, 
Ere Spring had opened yet her downy leaf. 

His gentle spirit passed from earth away; 
As Autumn now upon his pallet spreads 

The rainbow tints that in his landscape glow. 
Grief by that couch afresh her tribute sheds. 

While floats upon the breeze the knell of woe. 

As mated birds, when winter draweth near. 

Think of the isles where summer never dies ; 
But one sets forth his earlier flight to steer 

Through the Avide realms wherein his pathway lies, 
Disconsolate the lingering lone one sees 

On all around the seal of change impressed — 
Yestreen her home was 'mid the sheltering trees ; 

To-day the sunbeams flood her vacant nest. 

Where stretch the vistas of celestial bowers, 

Our loved ones, reunited, join their song, 
While joys seraphic wing the gliding hours 

Amid the plaudits of the adoring throng; 
No change, no sorrow, and no parting there 

Cast o'er the blissful scene a moment's gloom; 
Oh, may we all betimes the glories share 

Which Faith discerns bevond the Christian's tomb I 
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God of all worlds ! to whom alone 
Belongeth Heaven's eternal throne, 
'Wljile rolling spheres thy word obey 
luet man his noblest homage pay. 

Flag of our love ! when Freedom flies 
Aju exile from her native skies, 
One glimpse of thee revives her heart 
A^nd bids her rising fears depart. 

Land of the West ! whose era bright 
Succeeds to History's gloomy night, 
How shines the record of thy page, 
Thou wonder of the latter age ! 

Nations long numbered with the dead 
"Wake to new life and lift their head, 
Put o£F the vestments of decay 
And emulate thv radiant way. 

Still brighter shine, earth's Polar Star! 
Beyond the clouds, serene and far, 
Thy beams rejoice their longing sight 
Who struggle onward to the light. 
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JnBtaHation 3VI^^ 

O Thou bv whose divine decree 
Their bounds are set to earth and sea, 
Impart thy wisdom and thy power 
To consecrate this hallow^ed hour. 

Increase tlie faith, support the hands 
Of him who at thine altar stands, 
AVith sacred zeal his «oul inflame 
To speak the honors of thy name. 

Bless those who to these courts repair 
To worship thee in praise and prayer; 
When peace and gladness wing their day, 
In cloudy pillar lead the way. 

Should shades obscure the cheerful light 
And darkness deepen into night, 
Let thy shekinah brightly bum, 
And midnight into noonday turn. 

The Past, with all its hopes and fears. 
Temptations, trials, joys, and tears, 
Reposing on thy love alone. 
Savior, we leave before thy throne. 

To us thy Present help extend, 
Omniscient, sympathizing friend; 
Vainly in man our trust we place, 
Without the guidance of thy grace. 
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Calmly we wait Futurity, 
Xor ask the scroll of fate to see; 
Though chaos reign on earth again 
Immortal Love and Faith remain. 
January 29, 1879. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 
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There is a way which seemeth right unto a man, but 
the end thereof are the ways of death. — Prov. xiv : 12. 

The wind whistles shrill on a night in December, 

And its edge is as keen as a Damascene blade. 
As a woman sits crouched o'er a flickering ember 

Faint glowing below, scarcely casting a shade; 
Swollen and red are her eyelids with weeping, 

Light is her raiment but heavy her heart; 
On the floor, wrapped in tatters, two children are 
sleeping. 

Yet oft in their dreams thev uneasilv start; 
Till the torments of hunger their slumbers dispelling. 

Awake them, when sobbing and trembling with cold, 
Their gaze meets the walls of their comfortless dwelling, 

Dingy and mottled with moisture and mould. 

f She hears not, but broods o'er the days that have 

vanished — 
Brighter by contrast with those that have come — 
AVhon, every care and anxietv banished, 
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Heaven-born happiness hallowed their home; 
I7ntil, like a lion whom famine is stinging, 

Treason strode forth from her lair in the South, 
Angrily roaring, till cannon were ringing, 

Vomiting death from each smoke-hidden mouth. 

Then, \vith dim eyes and a heart proud and loyal. 
Glad to his country her Edwin she gave — 

Behold the Armada, safe moored at Port Royal, 
Preserved from the perils that people the wave. 

Dupont from the Wabash the signal has given — 

" Stand to your guns, boys ! hurrah for the flag ! '* 
Now bv their broadsides the welkin is riven, 

And when the smoke clears, lo! the triple-barred 
rag 
Floats over the rebel defenses no longer — 

The Star Spangled Banner has taken its place; 
And the cheers of the victors grow hoarser and stronger 

As the glory of triumph illumines each face. 
'^ Xow, drink w^e success and long life to the Nation, 

My hearties !" shouts gayly the paymaster's clerk, 
As he stands in the waist and a whisky potation 

Is quaffed by each tar that engaged in the work. 

Back to his ^^ snug harl^or " and loved ones our sailor 
Hastes — for Time's bloodiest drama is o'er — 

But his step is less steady, his visage is paler. 

His eye is less bright then we knew them before. 
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Old friends meet him daily, who urge him the story 

Of battles and sieges once more to relate, 
And their glasses oft clink as he tells how the glory 

Of banded conspiracy yielded to fate. 
His calling neglected, the children are crying. 

His Huth 'round his neck winds her white arms in 
vain. — 
At morn in the kennel his body is lying : 

'T^vas ^^ whisky that did it '' — by drink he was 
slain. 

¥'¥ ¥ 
ALFONSO CHAPMAN CROSBY 

DIED 

At Prospect Park, Illinois, February 17, 1879, 

Aged 65 

As from the woodland monarch brown, 
When Autumn mnds at morning play, 
jf The loosened leaves fall fluttering do^vn. 

In wavering flight, from branch and spray; 
Silent they rest upon the earth 
That gave their giant mother birth. 



s 



But when the mossy bearded oak 
/ Whose narrowing rings its centuries call, 

' Keels at the woodman's final stroke. 

And groaning, topples to its fall, 
Its crash the startled forest shakes. 
And Echo's mocking voice awakes. 
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There are who like elysian vales 

By hills begirt, serene abide; 
And some like rocks that ocean gales 

Lash with the scourges of the tide, 
Yet in whose crevices fair flowers 
Pass, undisturbed, the halcyon hours. 

Such was the life whose end we mourn : 
A tree whose leaves were scattered wide, 

For balm and healing broadly borne — 
An oak upon the mountain side — 

A barrier to the stormy waste, 

With vines and tender harebells graced. 

Within this temple of his choice 
How silent lies that pulseless form, 

Where erst arose his tuneful voice. 

Whose love so deep, whose faith so warm. 

Responsive to yon organ's note, 

On rapture's wings would heavenward float. 

O flowers, and vines that round them wreathe ! 

Heaped by Affection on his bier. 
Of grief your fragrant leaflets breathe 

For him so oft who worshiped here; 
Their tears distill from everv rose 
And sighs in every bud repose. 

Dear husband, father, teacher, friend ! 

We bear thee hence to yonder grove 
Which thou with zealous care didst tend 

And consecratedst by thy love; 
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Obedient to thy fervent prayer, 
In death's repose to lay thee there. 

There shall the wild bird cheerly sing 
And winds be soothed to murmurs low, 

While sorrowing friends their offerings bring 
In witness of their love and woe; 

Attentive to thy last request 

To strew with flowers thy bed of rest. 

And when our lives have reached their bound 
And death's dark waves are swelling high, 

May each within the ark be found, 
And in thy last, expiring sigh. 

Uniting, whisper, " Lord ! with Thee, 

Fain would thy waiting servant be." 

¥ ¥ ¥ 

^iinnvjslclc 

How hallowed is this place 

Whence Irving's spirit soared! 
He loved the smile of Nature's face, 

But Nature's God adored ! 

Here Fancy winged her flight 

And Genius soared on high, 
Till Faith was lost in Glory's light 

Bevond the veiling sky. 



^ 
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This was his Sunnjside — 

The mirror of the man, 
Where lawn, and trees, and gleaming tide 

Compose a perfect plan. 

AVell of each human heart 

The sunny side he knew. 
And with a master's subtle art 

He brought it forth to view. 

Unnumbered nations mourn 

The stroke that called him hence. 

And sighs on wind and wave are borne 
In voiceless eloquence. 

Here pilgrim feet shall climb 

Where sleeps his honored claj, 
And Poesy in verse sublime 

Her loftiest tribute pay. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 
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When 'twixt the cloud and ocean's weltering verge 
One star alone looks forth at fall of night, 

A moment shines, and then the darkling surge 

Drowns in o'erwhelming floods that blessed light. 

On other shores we know its sheen has risen. 
And other eyes its cheerfuj gleam survey, 

That long the waves cannot that spark imprison — 
To-morrow will restore its gladsome ray. 
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If yesterday we cherished one bright flower, 

WJiose blooming we had watched with anxious care, 

But seek in vain to-day upon the bower 

Where its pure fragrance charmed the summer air, 

Knowing that one at morning passed that way 
Wlio more than we admired the peerless gem, 

Loves lis, and is of us beloved, we may 
^Vithout regret regard the broken stem. 

So, in the Resurrection's golden dawn 

Sliall we, dear Lord ! if faithful found, behold 

Again our darling one, our sweet first-born. 
And in these eager, loving arms enfold. 

Savior ! till then, with hearts bereaved and broken, 
Our precious treasure we confide to thee, 

Remembering the words that thou hast spoken — 
" Suffer the little ones to come to me ! " 



*< 
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je Is of 3^0e^' 

Acrostic 



" Welcome, thou little stranger ! how mayest thou be 

to-day ?" 
In Fancy's ear I seem to hear delighted voices say; 
Like " sixty " looks, upon the books, the date of your 

arrival — 
Light-haired, bright-eyed, the household pride, three 

years without a rival, 
10 
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Innumerable bumps and thumps, mumps, meadee you 

survive all. 
Anon, at school, with golden rule you sound the depths 

of knowledge; 
Mature at last — the ordeal passed — for factory, f arm, 

or college. 

Consider now the lilies, how they toil not, neither 
spin — 

Howbeit man must bear the ban of sorrow, shame, and 
sin; 

Unending cares the spirit bears, and out of dire con- 
fusion 

Retumeth e'er the anxious prayer — " God grant a 
right conclusion ! " * 

" Commence to-day," Fate seems to say, " the course 
for thee provided ! " 

How happy he, from error free, the problem once de- 
cided. 

In Wisdom's ways who spends his days by Virtue's 
counsels guided; 

Like floods that flow from melting snow his years glide 
on unruffled — 

Like shapes that sweep along in sleep, with footsteps 
soft and muffled. 

Hail ! then, to thee and Melody, the queen of thy de- 
votion ! 

As void of strife be all thy life as are the depths of 
ocean; 

Meanwhile its breast, in wild unrest, is heaving with 
commotion. 
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May joys increase, and perfect peace thy tranquil bosom 
nourish; 

O'er life's decline may grace divine in rich abundance 
flourish, 

IsTor cloud nor storm thy sky deform, till into bright to- 
morrow 

Descends thy sun, the victory won, forgotten every 
sorrow. 
November 25, 1881. 
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Acrostic 

How softly folds yon vapory veil 
Athwart the hills its somber screen ! 

The winds have hushed their wintry wail, 
The trees are mailed in icv sheen : 

In field or grove no sound is heard 

Except the plaint of some lone bird. 



Swift soars the sun; his sparkling beams 
Earth's burnished armor melt away; 
f Like phantoms bom of troubled dreams 

Dissolve the mists that barred the day; 
Euphonious chime the Sabbath bells, 
"Not less the bluebird's carol swells. 



f 
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Delightful transformation ! so 

Unclouded may thy future prove; 

Keplete wdth gifts from heaven that flow 
For hearts aglow with faith and love; 

Each trial in thy triumph end, 

Each grief, unveiled, disclose — A Fbeexd. 
March 9, 1881. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 
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On pleasant Elm street lives a man, 
Inventor of a novel plan 

To entertain a friend. 
When he, in his physician's care, 
Debarred from exercise and air. 

At last begins to mend — 
Amigo comes, to ask and see 
Can he of any service be. 
Bringing a pretty flower or two 
That in the Lindengarten grew; 
Greetings exchanged, compliments paid. 
And courteous enquiries made, 

When conversation flags. 
To introduce a topic new 
What does this " gay deceiver " do. 

This Merry Prince of Wags, 
But, to his startled caller's fright, 
A bunch of fireworks ignite, 
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Which flame and sputter, fierce and fast, 
While shrinks the visitor aghast. 
Until their short-lived fury spent. 
The happy host sinks back content. 

This pleasing pastime to promote. 
On which so fondly seems to dote 

This mirth-provoking man ! 
It seemeth good to him for whom 
That flashing glory filled the room. 

Pursuant to his plan — 
Forthwith to forward fresh supplies. 
Lest when a similar surprise 
He may for other friends devise 

When they shall likewise call ; 
The modest pyrotechnic hoard 
Which home resources may afford 
Prove not, on search, completely spent, 
And thus defeat his kind intent. 
December 10, 1881. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 



There is a line, a mystic zone, 
'Twixt Capricorn and Cancer, 

Which long the mariner hath known. 
And for the fact will answer. 



10* 
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As onward speeds our gallant craft, 
The gale each sail distending, 

'Tis reached, 'tis passed, and sinks abaft, 
Where sea and sky are blending. 

No check, no jar the good ship feels, 

As buoyantly she rideth, 
Before the breeze she graceful heels, 

ITer prow the deep divideth. 

Beyond the equatorial thread 

(Than spider's web more slender). 

The Southern Cross uprears ahead 
Its diadem of splendor. 

Magellan's clouds regale the sight. 
Celestial footsteps seeming, 

Imprinted on the shores of night. 
In golden glory gleaming. 



So thus beyond the crystal line 
That marks our journey wedded. 

To-day, where sparkling waters shine 
Our barque " Good Hope " is headed. 

The Isle of Woods and Bank o' Tin 

Behind her fast receding. 
O'er sunlit seas her port to win. 

Propitious airs are speeding. 



t 
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The dreary ^* Doldrums " safely passed, 

By navigators hated, 
The Land of Fire appears at last. 

To desolation fated. 

Beyond the Cape her course we'll shape 

Pacific-wise for China, 
Nor shorten sail till pilot's hail 

Invite us to resign her. 

And though our hands their glittering sands 

Grasp not in this existence. 
The Silver, Gold, and Diamond Lands 

Loom hazy in the distance. 

Faith stands untiring at the helm, 

Serene our progress guiding. 
And Love wafts gently o'er the realm 

Through which our keel is gliding. 

Distinct afar Hope's flashing star. 

Through night and tempest streaming. 

Displays aright its beacon light 
With consolation teeming. 

Beneath the Cross each ^rief and loss 

Transforms to gain and pleasure. 
And clouds that rise to veil our skies 

Distill their pearly treasure. 
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For weal or woe all winds that blow, 

Held in the Master's keeping, 
Are waked and watched by Him, we know, 

With vigilance ' unsleeping. 

Courageous, then, we onward fare, 

The tide of fortune breasting. 
Each duty greet, each pleasure share, 

Unhasting and unresting. 
May 22, 1882. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 

How strange ! that in Eockville, with shuttles alive, 
Of Mills there's but one, while the Millers are five. 
Four Abbeys, two Abbotts, three Bishops, two 

Churches ; 
With only one Kirk, and but one in the Lerches; 
Three Angells, two Deacons, and four named Devine, 
One Trick and two Tones, one Eapp — from the Rhine; 
Four Grosses, four. Fryers, one Bacon, one Jamm, 
Four Barbers, one Butler, two Cooks to one Lamb; 
One Butcher, five Bakers (no " candlestick makers ''), 
One Horn that we doubt not has plenty of " takers " ; 
Three Greens and two Browns, and two that are Dunn, 
One Grey, thirteen White, and of Blackmores but one; 
"Four Skinners, three Taylors, one Turner, one Sawyer, 
With Counselor Bill, a most trustworthy lawyer; 
Three Pf eifers, one Singer, two Battles, one Dart, 
Two Hands, true and faithful, but never a Hart; 
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Four Shepherds, three Lyons, three Wolfs, and a Fox; 
(I pity that Lamb should they meet on the rocks !) 
One Gardner, five Porters, six Fullers, one Rush; 
One Beach, and four Ashes, four Bushes, one Brush; 
Four Fitches, three Muehls, nine Martins, A Beaver, 
Though with hundreds of looms not a sign of a Weaver; 
Ten Woods and four Forests, one Larch and five Reeds, 
But Carpenters none, notmthstanding our needs; 
Three Coffees, two Rices,. two Pease for supplies, 
With one Apel (A Corey one), to the two Pyes; 
Ten Murphys beside, two Coles and two Cokes, 
And one who will Col-bum, however it smokes; 
Three Earles and one Lord, two ]tfobles, one Royal, 
Ten Davises (all to the government loyal) ; 
Six Adams, but no one that answers for Eve, 
With one who for Hartford has taken French leave; 
Two Welch, two Scotts, with one Irish (no matter, 
The census would bring to light more of the latter) ; 
'Tisn't strange, 'twixt three Winters, four Snows, and 

one Frost 
Our parterre of Roses we've utterly lost; 
Three Hales and two Freezes conspired to their killing. 
While Wests eleven and Xorths two breathed bitter 

and chilling; 
Four Hills and one Heath, one Knoll, Marsh, and 

Dingle, 
One Greenwood, two Bowers, and two surnamed Pingle, 
Two Hooks and A Hammer, three Tooles with three 

Handels; 
Two Kites and two Kanes, a quartet of the Randalls; 
Three Hoods and one each of Water and Wells, 
To moisten our clay in the dryest of spells; 
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Two Townes and one Townsend appear in the list, 

With one Ball and two Batz *' to give it a twist '' ; 

Three Ladds and six Manns, one Sonn and two Brothers, 

Three Carrs and one Carrier to speak to the others; 

Sixteen Kings and one Kingman, two Fowlers, one 
(Vane, 

And, oddly enough ! but one Street, Park, and Lane; 

Four Roots and one Savage, eight Rich and two Strong, 

One Gay and one Grimm, tw(^ Swift and three Long; 

One Wilde and one Linckfe, one Moody, one Jordan, 

One Sharp and two Meaghers, with two of clan Gordon; 

Eight Youngs and three Synyers, two Byrons, eleven 
Burns, 

Two Weeks and two Days, with three Noones in their 
turns; 

One Slugg and four Leaches, three Taylors, one Styles; 

Two Footes and two Furlongs, but never a Miles; 

One Charter, one Falter, one Case, and ten Carrolls, 

Ten Fays and a Fagg, with but one of the Barals; 

Two Campbells, five Hynecks, one Downey, four 
Marches, 

One Goodrich, and one who for Stamps rubs and 
starches; 

One Himger, five Gainers, two Knappes, and a Bass, 

One Andre, whom nobody asks for his " pass " ; 

Two Smiths represent that most ancient of names, 

One Curtin, three Bruces, two Blanks, and one Ames; 

One Burr and four Calhouns, with six that claim Ran- 
som, 

Two named after Jimo, that goddess so handsome; 

Ross two, Andrews one, and one, our late Guest, 

Has paired and repaired to the family nest; 
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One Amende, one Dewey, and one who his name 
When you ask, says evasively " Frederick Came!" 
One Hunt for one Roach, and one Editor Macy, 
With three who respond to the roll-call of Tracy; 
One Walz, who with two representative Blisses, 
Should be all the rage with convivial misses; 
No wonder the tramp through our borders still roams. 
When, with hundreds of dwellings, weVe only two 

Holmes; 
One House with three Halls, and of Barnes only one, 
Impart to the village a primitive tone; ^ 
Of those who the chair presidential may reach, 
Pierce, Harrison, Jackson, and Lincoln, one each; 
With two of the Johnsons (though neither an "Andy "), 
Who doubtless would find the emoluments handv; 
Too Much we have Linker-ed, yet here are three Moore, 
Who Waite to come in with A Knock at the door ; 
Three Wellspeaks, three Wattses who live upon Elm, 
And one who can always be found at the Helm. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 
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How like a dream the pages seem 

That Time for us has gently turned, 

Since we, dear Heart ! till then apart, 
Of happiness the meaning learned. 

Two decades, swift as clouds that drift 

Across the azure dome of Mav, 
Beyond the dim horizon's brim, 

Silent as they have winged their way. 
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Four lustrums, bright as gleams the light 
Of myriad gems on midnight's zone, 

Or rainbow dyes in eastern skies 

When far the summer storm has flown. 

And now, as swells of Sabbath bells 

The soothing cadence on our ears, 
'Mid murmuring bees and blossoming trees 

Our China Wedding Day appears. 

O happy dayJ O flowery way 

Through which the winding path has led. 

While sun and shade, o'er hill and glade, 
Their grateful alternation shed ! 

Oh, Thou whose care all creatures share, 

Whose power through space and time extends, 

Accept the praise our spirits raise 
For all the gifts thy goodness sends ! 
May 22, 1887. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 

(For a G. A. R. Veteran) 

When in the dim, mysterious West 
Slow sinks the summer sun to rest. 
The clouds that drape his radiant form. 
Still dripping from the transient storm. 
Like hills in glistening domes ascend. 
Wherewith enchanting colors blend, 



\ 
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While on their proud, resplfendent crests 
The gorgeous '' Silver Lining " rests — 
We murmur, as entranced we stand, 
" The vestibule of Beulah Land " ! 

So in the voyage of human life, 

With changing clouds and sunshine rife, 

Or e'er the gloaming shadows fall. 

Or night unrolls her sable pall. 

What though the warm, glad sun be hid 

Behind some cloud's concealing lid. 

If but the " Silver Lining " clear 

Above its frowning bulk appear. 

Our hearts respond ^' How sweet, how bright, 

The witness of the hidden liffht ! " 



So swift the months, «o brief the years. 

One's '^ Silver Wedding Day " appears 

Ere scarce the echoes fade awav 

Of " ^lendelssohn " that marked the day; 

And here is ours, aged ^^ twenty-five," 

Still brisk and thoroughly alive; 

And to assure our doubtful sense, 

'Tis not a dream or vain pretence, 

A purselet in our hand is placed, 

With friendship's " Silver Lining " graced. 

Comrades ! accept unnumbered thanks ! 
Long undiminished be your ranks ! 
And as amid life's shifting tides 
Time still your fair flotilla guides, 
11 



122 POEMS 

From rock, and shoal, and threatening gale 
May fortune rescue keel and sail, 
While pain and peril all forgot. 
Heaven's choicest blessings crown your lot. 

This day, in seventeen thirty-two, 
Beside Potomac's waters blue, 
When dawned the fair, propitious mom 
Illustrious Washington was bom; 
Who when the gloomy clouds of Fate 
Hung threatening o'er the infant state. 
While on the dark horizon's rim 
The sun of Hope sank pale and dim, 
In clear, prophetic vision saw. 
Above the sulphurous shroud of war, 
The future glory of the land 
Resplendent in the zenith stand — 
The " Silver Lining " heaven bestowed 
Above the cloud that brightly glowed, 
And in it recognized the sign 
Of triumph won through aid divine. 
February 22, 1890. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 



A quarter century has fled, 
Dear wife ! since we in May were wed, 
Where orange flowers and apple blooms 
With grateful perfume filled the rooms. 



1 
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There 'neath '' The Lindens' " budding boughs, 

Were interchanged the solemn vows 

That joined our isolated lives, 

And blessed me with the best of wives. 

Nor did the genial clouds restrain 
Their benediction of the rain, 
Emblem of blessings held in store 
That still from Heaven profusely pour. 

With cordial grasp and words of cheer. 
Kindred and friends, from far and near. 
With nuptial gifts assembled there. 
The joyance of the hour to share. 

How many of that loving band 
Have entered since the Better Land, 
Whom there anon we hope to meet 
And with responsive rapture greet ! 

How bright your retrospect appears, 
Swift-speeding weeks and months and years ! 
Which since that consecrated day. 
Have crowned with joys our tranquil way. 

So may the evening of our life 
Glide on, with sweet contentment rife, 
Till, with the loved for us who wait. 
We share* in Heaven their blest estate. 
May 22, 1892. 



124 POEMS. 

Swift flows the tide of tranquil years — 
How dim their distant source appears ! 
As towards the far horizon's verge 
Soft gales our pinnance gently urge. 

Behind us fades the Silver strand, 
Where late we pressed each friendly hand; 
AVhile soft Favonius sweetly breathes 
As in our wake old Ocean seethes. 

So yet while May's expiring days 
In orchards fair perfume the air, 
We sight the islands of our quest, 
Hesperides, our port of rest. 

Beneath whose w^aters, clear and deep. 
Where ocean's currents sw^ay and sweep, 
Pearl shells bestrew the gleaming floor. 
Of priceless wealth a boundless store. 

Obedient to our wish and will, 
When fashioned by the artist's skill, 
The gems that erst in darkncvss lay 
Wreathe beauty's neck in lambent play. 

For us, whose thirty years have sped 
Since we in flowerv IMav were wed, 
Significant they lucent gleam 
Of happier days than poets dream. 
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So in the voyage of life's decline, 
May calm content increasing shine, 
Till, having reached our journey's close. 
Our spirits safe in bliss repose. 
May 22, lb97. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 
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Grod of oiir father's trust, 
Above their sacred dust 

We worship thee; 
As they beheld thy hand 
Outstretched to save our land, 
About us ever stand 

To keep us free. 

Around our nation's vouth 
Thy panoply of truth 

Protecting gird ; 
Thy bounties still afford, 
On all thy creatures poured; 
Thy goodness be adored, 

Thy praises heard. 

Prove us thv chosen seed; 

t 7 

In everv hour of need 

c 

Be thou our head; 
Grant that this people may 
Onlv thv laws obev, 
Keeping the narrow way 

Thv children tread. 



126 POEMS. 

When o'er the tranquil tide 
Smoothly our barque shall glide^ 

Kule thou the sea; 
Let not the tempest's shock, 
Let not the fatal rock 
Our expectation mock, 

Fixed upon thee. 

If war's dread thunders lower, 
Athwart the deadly shower 

Stretch forth thy bow; 
Let Peace, by Honor led, 
On us her blessings shed; 
Thy name be hallowed — 

God send it so ! 
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